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In explanation of the title we make the following excerpt from 
“ Onomasticon Goidelicum ”’ :— 


Mag Sedla, al. Ui Briuin Seola: between Loch Riach and 
Ath Cinn (Headford): nearly co-extensive with barony of 
Claregalway: stretching from Clarinbridge to the Northern 
boundary of the parish of Donaghpatrick: the district around 
Cnoc Meadha Seola (Castlehacket Hill): a district bounded by 
Loch Mask and Loch Corrib on the West. 


For permission to reproduce or arrange, for vocal or instrumental 


rendering, any melody included in this book, application must be made to 
the Publishers. 
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In making this collection of Western Folk Songs I think it well to state at 
once that until very recently I had no intention of offering them for 
publication. They were noted down by me at intervals during the past ten 
or twelve years, partly to satisfy my own longing to acquire an accurate 
knowledge of the airs, partly also with the intention of doing something to 
encourage and popularize Irish singing in the schools and Gaelic League 
Branches in my immediate neighbourhood. When I came to live in Tuam, 
some fifteen years ago, I had already formed the acquaintance of members of 
the Hession family of Belclare (beside Tuam) at different Feisanna, had 
admired the beauty of their singing, and | regarded myself as fortunate in 
_being brought into such close proximity with them. I soon realized that their 
singing was merely typical of the district to which they belonged, and that I 
had discovered a rich field of song practically untouched, but in imminent 
danger of being lost through indifference and neglect. The work of reviving 
and fostering it was pre-eminently that of the Gaelic League, and the subject 
was discussed at several meetings of our Gaelic League Branch. The 
programme we outhned for ourselves was a rather ambitious one, and perhaps 
somewhat premature, and though so far it has failed of full realization, 
chiefly for lack of sufficient encouragement from those who should be primarily 
interested. it may be useful to state here what we purposed doing. The 
project of starting a school for traditional music was in the air, and we were 
convinced that the place for starting it, as in the case of the Gaelic Colleges, 
should be the centre of an Irish-speaking district where the traditional music 
still survived. Tuam is the centre of an Ivish-speaking district with a wealth 
of traditional music on every side of it; then why not interest the advocates 
of a school of Irish Music in the claims of Tuam? With this end in view 
we decided to hold a series of open-air competitions (“sepiseacca”) 
throughout the district, at which prizes would be offered for the best 
gingers, and by means of which we should be able to ascertain the material 
b 


ee, 


at our disposal. 'The prize-winners were to be invited to ‘Tuam when 
the sepiseacca were over, to give an exhibition of their talent before. 
a selection of Irish musical experts representative of the whole country, 
with whom the decision was to be left as to the advisability and means 
of establishing therein a school of Irish Music. The project of starting 
the school has never materialized, chiefly for the reason I have stated; 
but the holding of the competitions brought me into touch with many 
native singers, and was the first genuine fillip in forming my collection 
of songs. In speaking of help and encouragement in our efforts, I should 
like to express here our gratitude to Mr. Edward Martyn, who gave us a 
generous subsidy for years, and took the keenest interest in our work. 

I have said that the collecting and registering of the songs has been a 
pleasure to me, but the work was not always easy, and it required a certain 
degree of diplomacy. My husband’s prefession, however, which brings him 
into close contact with the people within a ten-mile radius of the town, made 
matters easier for me than for most people, and tided me over many 
initial difficulties. ‘he older people who have the songs are often shy of 
singing them; they feel somehow that their singing is out of date, unappreci- 
ated. The children coming home from school with their little anzemic school 
songs, the youth with their music-hall inanities, combined with the recent 
introduction of the gramophone, are gradually ousting the popularity of the 
native music, and the effect is clearly noticeable in many Irish-speaking 
districts. Perhaps, however, it is less true of this neighbourhood than others, 
for the country people, as a rule, have a good spirit and will not readily give 
up their language. Their only fault—and of course it is the most serious of 
all—is that they are neglecting to speak it to their children, and are thus 
severing the one link that binds them to their rich traditional past—severing 
it for something which they will certainly find incomparable to the treasure 
they will have lost. But even in this matter I think I notice already 
an improvement; and the proffered encouragement of our new Archbishop 
and the priests of the district will doubtless soon have a decided effect. The 
wholesome tradition handed down by such men as the great Archbishop 
Mac Hale, Canon Ulick Burke, and John Glynn—all giants in the language 
movement—still prevails, and the memory of their efforts must always serve 
as a stimulus to workers in the Gaelic revival. 

And quite apart from these human influences there is another of a 
material yet romantic kind which I must not omit to mention. The 
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proximity of Knockma—the home of Finvarra and his fairy host—must ever 
be an inspiration to work for the revival and preservation of the folk-music 
and folk-lore of the Tuam district. ‘There is not, I suppose, in the whole of 
~ Treland another place figuring so largely in the realm of traditional song and 
folk-lore in general as this comparatively insignificant hill of 552 feet. Its 
summit is occupied by a huge cairn dating probably from the dawn of history. 
For the benefit of my Tuam readers I shall quote the description of their 
famous hill given by Sir William Wilde in his “ Lough Corrib ” (now out of 
print). 

“*Cnoc Meosvdo’ (Knockma), the great ‘hill of the plain,’ so conspicuous 
in the landscape, is about five miles to the west of Tuam, in the barony of 
Clare and County of Galway ; its northern slope is occupied by the woods 
and cultivated grounds of Castlehacket, the seat of Denis Kirwan, Esq.; and 
on its summit stands the great cairn within which tradition and ancient 
history say Ceasair, one of the earliest colonists of Ireland, was interred. 
Perhaps we do not err in assigning to this ancient burial-place a date anterior 
to that of any other identified historical locality in Ireland; and hence 
tradition, as well as popular superstition, has thrown over it the investiture 
of fairy legend beyond all other places in the country; for here Finvarra, the 
Oberon of Irish sylvan mythology, holds his court. From this point may be 
obtained one of the grandest panoramic views in Ireland:—the great plain 
stretching beneath and around Knockroe; the beautiful Abbey of Knockmoy; 
the towers and city of the Ford of the Kings; the Tuam of St. Jarlath; the 
Round Tower of St. Bennan ; the ruined keeps of the De Burgos; the ships 
riding in the Bay of Galway; the Shevebloom and Clare mountains; the 
blue, island-studded waters of Lough Corrib; and in the far western back- 
ground, the Connemara Alps, with their clear-cut edges, and their sides 
momentarily varying in tints from the marvellous atmospheric effects of that 
region stretching round by the Partry range to the lofty peak of Croagh 
Patrick; and in the extreme north-western distance the bulky form of Nefin, 
and even some of the Achill mountains skirting Clew Bay.” 

Sir William Wilde wrote out of profound knowledge and a wide and 
generous understanding. We have had other distinguished visitors to the 
neighbourhood, notably Thackeray and Sir Richard Burton, whose father was 
born here, who have not been so appreciative; but they came and went seeing 
only the surface of things. 

I have spoken so much of Tuam, because it is here most of this collection 
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was made, and I wished to show the influences which have helped, and will con- 
tinue to help, in keeping the native language and music strong in the district. _ 

And now I must tell how I collected and registered the songs. It was an 
easy matter once I knew of a singer to get him to call and see me the next 
time his business brought him to Tuam. Many a pleasant evening have I 
spent thus—evenings which I could see my visitor also enjoyed, for he was 
always as enthusiastic as myself, singing and remembering the old songs. 

It was my practice to listen to the whole of the song first, then to write 
down one or two verses, and learn the air on those, paying particular attention 
to phrasing and tempo. Afterwards I had to hear the whole song again until 
I was satisfied that I had caught both the air and the emphasis on the words 
exactly as the singer rendered them. With the simpler songs this was 
sufficient. I then played it over, wrote down the notes, assigned the words 
to them exactly as the singer gave them, and finally barred it according to 
the emphasis. This I found the most difficult part of my work, for in each 
case I had to give first importance to the words, as the singer himself does. 
To him the air is only the medium of conveying pleasantly to his audience 
the story he has to tell, and he will even frequently break off in the middle 
of a fine phrase to explain some difficulty in the verse. 

For the more difficult songs a second or third visit was necessary, and 
some I had to hear many times before I ventured to write them down. 

With regard to others I myself was the visitor, my trips extending from 
the slopes of Mwaoilrea, overlooking the Killeries, where I listened to Siub4n 
roe Dúnca. singing of far away Murrisk, down to the little Irish-speaking 
village of Tawin on the southern borders of the Co. Galway. 

The songs most popular still in Connacht are those of the poet Raftery, 
who died in 1835. It is really wonderful how this poor blind fiddler poet 
has set all Connacht singing for the past hundred years, and is likely to 
continue so doing as long as the language lasts. I have been enabled to give 
eight examples of his poems through the kindness of Dr. Douglas Hyde, who 
allowed me to use the versions given in his collection of Raftery’s poems, 
published in 1903. As the book is now out of print, I have thought it well 
to give the complete version of each song as published by Dr. Hyde. One of 
his most popular songs, which I have not given, is the “Deon an tip Ruord”; 
but this air is almost too well known, and has already been printed in the 
Rev. P. Walsh’s excellent collection of Southern Songs, as “dn Caportlin 
bán.” (See Cnusypaco bess óihnón, Part LIT) 
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Thus after some years I found myself in possession of a goodly number 
of songs hitherto unpublished, and I determined to make a selection of what 
I considered the best, and to submit them to the judgment of such experts as 
“ Rev. H. Bewerunge of Maynooth,and Dr.Charles Wood, of London. From them 
Iderived many useful hints as to the proper barring of the airs and the modes 
to which they belong, and received strong encouragement to proceed with 
their publication. The final decision to publish this volume is due partly to 
the urgency of those musical friends, partly to the committee of the Irish 
Folk Song Society, who offered to bring out the book, but more especially to 
the Rev. Dean Malachy Eaton, of Maynooth, who assisted me from the 
beginning, and very kindly took upon himself the whole burden of correction 
and translation and seeing the book through the press, He tells me that in 
the work of translation (which, by the way, was done merely to meet the 
wishes of the Irish Folk Song Society) he had the assistance of numerous 
helpers, and that they do not ask for any thanks from me. The knowledge, 
apparently, that they may have been instrumental in saving even a few of the 
old songs is sufficient recompense for them. 

I have not considered it advisable to load the pages of the work with 
grammatical or topographical notes, or to give alternative readings in verses 
where the singers themselves differed. These I should deem suitable to a 
text-book, but entirely out of place in a musical volume which I have 
primarily intended for popular use in the schools and Gaelic League classes 
of Connacht. For the same reason I have purposely refrained from including 
in the volume any learned treatise on the old musical modes or on Folk- 
Music in general. 

I have only to thank the many friends who have assisted and encouraged 
me in the work, the collectors and publishers who have kindly given me 
permission to use their songs, and more especially the many courteous, 
generous native singers whose names appear in the volume, and to whose 
delightful gift of song I gladly attribute whatever charm the book is found to 
contain. 

For myself, the feeling that I have been enabled to follow, however 
humbly, in the footsteps of such pioneers in the field of Irish Folk Music as 
Bunting, Petrie, and Joyce, is ample gratification. 


eibLín bean mic Co1is0edaLba. 
TUAIM, NOOLAIS, 1918. 





A 
Inof WO Ww FO 


to Co 


i) 


NS De RS) b5. ba 
© bo 


b5 
OU HR 


. Seagén Ós uo Ciarróubáin chin John ce 
. Ampdn no. Mine (The Song of the Meal), : 
. Caob Toll ve Clarde no Ceónann (Beyond the Mearing Wall), 


ta 


© lacie 


. Connose Muged (1) (The County of Mayo), . .  . 


3? ” (2) 22 32 3? . . e. 


. Mullocé Moy (Mullaghmore), 


& Ósánas Uspoil (Oh, Gentle Youth), 
So 0Tasgo10 on Noolois (Till Christmas Come), 
Coipledn uí Néill (1) (Castle O'Neill), 

2? 3) » (2) 3) 23 


3? 23 3? (3) 337 3? 


. Tusp as Bop & Cáimáin (Up at Gon each 
. mán, ní Syiobts (Mary Griffin), 


. Seolad no n§atine “re Dróárac (Driving the Calves in the 


Pasture), 


. Cíiocrató on Sampod (The Summer will Come), 
. Soil OF Rudo (Little Red Sally), 

. No Duaéoitli Dano (The White Boys), 

. Dean on cSeanouine (The Old Man’s Wife), 

, Nelli o Coporo (Nelly, my Friend), 


. Moron FOStory (One Autumn Morning’, 


'Oúicce ’n Poopors (Fair’s Country), 


. Netti Dán (Fair Nelly), 

. tmáine Dhún (Mary Brown), 

. móáine ni thonsóin (Mary Mongan), 

. Amhpdan on Ce: (The Song of the Tea), . 


Lo bo bo 
H— Ga. Ai ep Sep 


(SS) Wy SSF es) eer Tk) 
bo bo 


He O98 9 
QO Re OO —E Ga 


HS 
ort 


ac CS 


COT OST IOS Oo) Sexe) Cee SS 
eye lex 


op) 


H> HS ©9 “Oo Ge 
pt RO OO Sal 


A 
We 


44. 


es feb 
ls... less, 


Se sou Oumar “GS 
ov HR 


(=P) 


05 15 


Co LO 


eta a) 


. SL&n asur Deannaéc, etc. (Good-bye, and Farewell), . . 
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Sung by Miss Macere Hesston, 
Belclare, Tuam. 






































































































































—x— 
ES Ae ch i nee aries gH 
o @ 
1. mein-eac bsp mo tmhdcarpin, béinn-re maic so. Leon: béao 
I ee 
ine ie Ow eee sal wi we eee | se ee 
ee. @ 
bui0é ab rion’, ’r bed ag-am, o’p cothluao-sp ban 65. Muna 
i 7 See SN Nie SIE | e——0-Z | 
Soe Sea es EON a AID iss Fa EM rop cis 
mbéso yiop-6l ns sespc-si, Ann An olige o bi no  Ldroip, Ni ag 
) =e eae Bas REL Sa Te Gl Eee ae La Rel Ver Peer 
i Báin Og eo —— a \ | st 
= rae Sve A BLE i On wen eee Orn FEAR RE AESS 
San = 04 Chop. & oPpa5painn mo ¢nd-tha faor Tn bróo. 
| * For opening of second and following verses 
HA ARE cae op ALS Se ny papier, Sk Dt een ook AT NW A Rea OS 
Sees a eS oe 
séise 9 Ca as Sheas Pee ear a Sa a in Se aaa eee as 
2. dp an Luing peo Pdro Uí Luing-mg ’pead Bidinn-p’s Déanath — byodin, 
As opnargil inp an o1dce, Air as piopngol ’ra 4. So 0Taz aid Cnoc ns Cpusice api Guanes 45 
Ló &n Mall móin, 
Anoir ó 04LL4AO m'inncLeace af mé 1 bpao So '0cASA10 an cotmín Luacha 45 buacaill- 
6m’ muinnein, eact na mbó, 
Oop m’fipinn’ sup Lásac & Caoimpinn-re 50 VTAFa10 Cnoc Téirín ap bopo so Loc Éinne, 
Connose 1iluiseó. ní Sapporo mé so h-éas Leac, & Connose 
thuiseo. 
3. Spur Líorcóil, mé Le “Sergeant,” mo cpeac! 5. Cá Cnoc no Ceachaihan Caoile prampathait 
asur mo éónóo ! 50 Leon, 
Sus ré Leip anonn mé 00’n Fhainnc asuf 00'n TA ceapca “Sul colig Th A01C ann, “T 100 As 
Sp4inn: reinnm ceorl, 
tus ré sunn” an Léim Oam, “sur clardeath Th ublo blarca bude’ ann, cé pmeapta an 
rao’ ó n Spáinn, BAnp na scnhaob ann, 
’S ndn fil mé réim so mb’fednp yin nd IS có séimneac. bó "ee Laos ann, As tigeacc 
Connose 1huiseo. féil” muine móir. 





* The remainder of the air as in verse 1. 
B 


PT 
bo 
— 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Were it not for my fond mother’s death, I would be in good cheer; A bottle of wine 
and beer I’d have and the company of maids: Were it not for constant drinking [quarts] 
and the law that was too strong, In Santa Cruz I would not leave my bones beneath the sod. | 
2. On this ship of Patrick Lynch I used to be in grief, Sighing in the night-time, ever weeping in 
the day’: Now since my mind is clouded and my people far from me, In truth, ’tis kindly Id 
lament my county of Mayo. | 3. I enlisted with a sergeant, my tormentand my woe! He took me 
with him o’er [the sea] to France and to Spain. A gun he gave me in my hand and a long 
sword from Spain, And sure, I thought that better than the county of Mayo. | 4. Until Croagh 
Patrick hill shall come on a visit to Aill More, And the little bunch of rushes go a herding the 
cows; Until the hill of Neiphin come aboard ship to Lough Erne, I will not part from thee till 
death, my county of Mayo. | 5. The hill of Carrowkeel is a pleasant piace [to see], The grouse 
and their mates are making music there; There are sweet yellow apples and berries on 
the branch tops, And cows and calves a lowing there when Lady Day is nigh. 


I owe many of the songs in this book to the Hession family. It is famous 
in Irish-speaking circles. It consists of father, mother, and nine children, 
all equally proficient in song and story. It is many years now since my 
little schoolgirl friend, Maggie, used to come in to sing me her Irish songs. 
She is a dignified young lady now, in charge of a school near Spiddal, where 
she still continues her good work for the Language, both in her National 
School and in the Ivish College. 

She often told me of her grandmother, who was a celebrated singer, and 
from whom the family learned all their songs. It was the grandmother’s 
father, Pat Greany of Arddrumkilla, who composed the songs, “Sedsan ós 
us Ciapdoubsin,” No. 12, “dthpdn neo Mine,” No. 13, and ““Ooócúin 
Jennings,’ No. 26, of this Collection. 

This song has many variants, both words and air, and is popular 
throughout Galway and Mayo. James Hardiman in his “ Irish Minstrelsy,” 
vol. i, p. 337, says it was written by Thomas Lavelle, a native of the island 
of Boffin. A translation appeared in the “Irish Nation” over the name of 
George Fox. I have been told, however, that Lady Ferguson claimed it as 
the work of Sir Samuel Ferguson, but that, as George Fox had a hand in it, 
it was allowed to appear over his name. The translation certainly shows a 
master hand, and I have given it with the second version of “Connose 
Muged,” with which it corresponds. 

Another version is given by Professor O’Maille, U. C. Galway, in his 
“Ampdin Cloinne Saeveat,” p. 5, consisting of twelve verses. It is there 
stated that the author was one Corpcin Dy NOS. 


For other versions see:—“ Gaelic Songs of the West,” by Michael Timony, 
p. 57; “Cedl Side,” edited by Norma Borthwick,” p. 41; and “ CLéinpeoac 
no nSseveast,” No. 35 (words and air). The English words by George Fox 
are set to the air,” “ Billy Byrne of Ballymanus,” in “The Irish Song Book,” 
p. 93, edited by A. P. Graves, and an arrangement of the same song is given 
by Herbert Hughes in his “ Irish Country Songs,” vol. 11. 

The words of the second air are taken from “ CLáiweac no nSseveat,” 
No. 35, published by the Gaelic League, and the air is as the singer, who is a 


native of Bekan, Co. Mayo, learned it from his father. 
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go By the bless - ed sun ’tis royally Id sing thy praise, May - o 


2. An usip dA Thay. mo Cdipoe ba bhéas mo 2. When I dwelt at home in plenty and my 
curo O1n, gold did much abound, 
D0’ éLainn Lionn Spdinneaé1 scomluavay ban In the company of fair young maids the 
ós, Spanish ale went round. 
Muna mbéaó ríon-óL na scánca "Pis a bitter change from those gay days that 
'S an olige Beit nó Laroip, now I’m forced to go, 
Mi 1 Santa Cnuz o’Pdspainn mo éndtna tón And must leave my bones in Santa Cruz far 
bdo. from my own Mayo. 


(Ee) 


3. TA Saoaroni na h-áice peo as éihse pd 3. They are altered girls in Ivrul now, ’tis 
thóin proud they're grown and high, 
Fó Cnotade ar ró hair-bag san cpdéc ap With their hair-bags and their top-knots, for I 
bácLaoa bnós, pass their buckles by ; 
04 maipedad Doms an rapt But it’s little now I heed their airs, for God will 
VDeunrainn vio’ c1anacé have it so, 
Munda mbésd Sup Cagaip O10 vom bert 1 That I must depart for foreign lands and leave 
sce1ancaib pá bpdn. my sweet Mayo. 
4.04 mbéod Pdsopaig LoéLainn “n-a lapla 4. "Tis my grief that Patrick Loughlin is not 
Sp tanuil so rpóilLl, Earl in Irrul still, 
brían oub a Cliathain’n-a Tigeanna df Dusc- And that Bryan Duff no longer rules as lord 
mon, upon the hill, 
Aod oub Mac Fyrava And that Colonel Hugh O’Grady should be 
"N-o Coipnésl 1 sCliana, lying dead and low, 
Ip annpin béad mo tprall-pa so Connose And I sailing, sailing swiftly from the County 
thuiséo. of Mayo. 


3 Ns Coie 
(MULLAGHMORE.) 


Sung by Miss Macoirg Hesston, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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2, An an SLéib 6’n Dilinn, reso bíonnr mo 
m1an-fda, 

1S mi coolMigim, o1oce, acc AS OéAnAm 
bom: 

*Si com na caoin’ i, "fr méala mine, 

béal Tanarde, soibinn, a'r theall rí a Lán. 

dét ba Tpusgs’ Liom uaim cú ’pns Sleann- 
cai’ usignedé’ 

nd ceilesaban clatinan T ná ceol na n-éan: 

'S so mbfeánn Liom so moyp-thon 4 bert pinte 
pusp Leac 


T14 athndin Luacthap’ ó élannaib Saeveat. 


8. Vr cé pdt mo busdants nace bruiginn ceso 
cuaiite 

50 oci an baile to tior ann oa bruit mo 
5540 : 

Cá im An usaéTan, Ar mil oy Luoéjrarb, 

T1 'ocúr an Osman o Lior na ba o'á mbLea- 
Soin. 

bíonn b&ibin Laois ann, bíonn bic ’na luge 
Ann, 

dK ’r an eala saoibinn ap an Log, ’p i a5 
Tnám. 

'S 'oá mbéinn rácac cníonna béao mo fard- 
bnear 'oéanca, 

&sur cead pince Le mo thúinnín bán. 


4. & étilfionn péacaé, an bruil cú as éif- 
TACT 

Le sac son puv 4 bruit mé 4 náo ? 

DA mbéinn "mo cLéineac 1n aon céalvo 0’ 
éirinn, 

leac an méto yin, ni féaofainn rshíob”. 

hí ba, nd caorng, & bí mé a’ fanncus&o, 

déc an carlin cumspacé & bi Lán ve meon, 

'S an thaigoesn thúince ór cionn na cúilvce, 

ó. béapnpad posar 0am As cig an dil. 


1. It was the evening of St. Brigid’s Feast Day, 

I went to a wake down at Mullagh More: 

My love I saw there, and my heart’s torment, 

The freshest beauty that eyes beheld. 

My soul was slain there by you, my fair love, 

Nor wine nor whiskey can give me rest: 

And a heart once careless will break with 
yearning, 

If it find not refuge in your white breast. 


2. To the far off mountain my thoughts fly 
countless, 

And I sorrow all through the sleepless night. 

Ah! slender her waist is, her fingers graceful, 

And her sweet mouth lures with bewitching 
smile. 

The glens are lonely, and miss you more than 

The cloistered choirs of the feathered throng, 

And my heart desires more to be beside you, 

Than all the raptures of Gaelic song, 


3. All day I mourn that I cannot go there, 

To visit my love "mid the pleasant meads ; 

"Mid cream and butter and hives of rushes, 

And milking cows in the autumn eves. 

"Mid young calves leaping and trout in the 
streamlets, 

And a lake where white swans proudly glide ; 

And though I wished for a miser’s riches, 

I'd stretch content there with you beside. 


4, Head proud and haughty, hair crowned and 
faultless ! 

Oh, hear me calling, for pity hear. 

Were I a scholar renowned for knowledge, 

Not half so much could my passion speak. 

‘Tis not for kine or for flocks I’m pining, 

But a comely maid of capricious mind, 

Beyond court ladies, in whose embraces 

A solace deeper than drink I’d find. 


CPOs) 


I have heard that the author of this song was one Dominic Cosgrave 
(Corsjiac), but I do not know anything of him. I think Mullac Moy is 
the place of that name in Co. Sligo, although there is a Mulloé Moy near 
Tuam, once one of the strongholds of the O’Kellys. 

For other versions of this song see Professor O’Maille’s “Atnypdin CLoinne 
Soevest,” No. 15; “Gaelic Songs of the West,” by Michael Timony, p. 21; 
also Céso ve Cedltaib Ula,” by Enpi 6 Muipseapa, pp. 50 and 216. 

I wrote down another version from Pat O’Neill, Drumeriffin, near 
Annaghdown. 

I have appended to this song a metrical translation, kindly done for me 
by a distinguished friend whose modesty will not allow him to have his 
name appear. A few other metrical translations, which I have thought well 
to insert, are from the same gifted pen. 


4. OSSNOIS H ASAIL, 
(OH, GENTLE YOUTH.) 


Sung by Miss Macaiz Hesston, 
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Com-pa bi ’oul an bealac, & ov’ PSs an Appons - reo 1 mo taorb. 


(ER) 


2. "uain o e1pisim-pe apn maroin, “ré mo Naé cuma Liom céapo Déanpayp Aonouine 

101918 mo edn, Tuaif nae noéapparo mo 149 parc. 
, S nuair & Luisim-re an mo Leabard, bim as dét md ’p pinn-e 4 pugad 0’ Géile, 

opnaigil 6! so món, Feapaib éineann 11 Curp\ipead e&olvoinn. 

TS Stay mo cinn As cwitim 

d’7 45 imtesct 6! map an sceo, 4. D’feapnp liom pean op fósnam, LA an 

'S sup Le cuma mon ’00 01410, & pTSipin, FOSthaip HR on eanpars : 

ni béro mé1 Beoo beo. 'Sé & bainpead DAM an eónna, & T & Cdiped- 

C&b nd beanca. 

3. cósraí!ó mé mo feóLca so otitée Seoiseac mile b’fedpp Liom buacaill, ós, 
50 moe Sf ma101n, Muna nérot1gesd ré acc mo Leabaryd, 

Aj cusipc 615 mo thile ptoipin, ’p 50 veo nd parobpnear Sedinpe vo’ Psgail 1 scdipoib 
'oeo ni fillpesao abaile. Le pean-baintpeabais. 

TRANSLATION. 


1. Ah! gentle young man, where slept you last night? On the side of your bed, and you 
heeded me not. Did you know my affliction, not a wink you'd have slept, ’Twas your 
bier going the way, left this pang in my side. | 2. When I rise in the morning my prayer is a tear. 
When I lie on my bed ’tis sadly I moan; My hair is now falling, and going like the mist, And 
through grief for you, darling, I shall not long live. | 3. I will hoist my sails for Joyce country at 
early morning, To visit my thousand treasures, and home I shall never return. What matters 
to me what any one says, when my love says not a word? But if we were born for each other, 
all Ireland would not separate us. | 4. I would prefer a useful man, in autumn-time or spring, 
Who would cut for me the barley, and tie it up in sheaves. I’d far prefer a young boy, were he 
only to make my bed, Than the riches of George in coaches, along with an old widower. 


For another version of this song see “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 30, 
by Michael Timony; “dtnpdin Clone Saeóeasl, by Professor O’Maille, 
p. 92, v. 2, and p. 99, vv. 4 and 5; “dn threós,” an Ulster song-book by 
Oonnésd ó Seapicars, p. 5, v. 2; also “An Fibin,” by An Spuasoc Dan, 
p. 10, v. 4. 

There are two airs, Nos. 1571 and 1572, given in the “Complete Petrie 
Collection,” which are evidently meant for another version of the same 


song. 


beo“ OU GAR TO VON Neo Uolse 
(TILL CHRISTMAS COME.) 


Sung by Mrs. Hessrovy, Belclare, 
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2. Mo Ldn apn an ngpnso reo, ip Fala Asup 0'¢45 ré mo ceann, boét Fan pit an 
oubac é: unnps céille 
'O'rfás ré mo Cporve boóc coth 'oub Leip an ógsur m'ineinn aepacé ag éalugad uaim, 
ngual, 
TRANSLATION.* 


1. Till Christmas come in the middle of summer, Till I make a swift race through the 
depths of Loch Reagh, Till the shamrocks shall grow on the boards of my coffin, No part of 
your fond love will fade from my heart. | 2. My grief on this love! ’tis a mournful disease. It 
has left my poor heart as black as the coal. It has left my poor head without one ounce of sense 
there, And my light airy spirit departing from me. 


Although I made exhaustive inquiries, I could not find any other verses 
of this song, nor does it seem to be known to any one but the Hession 


family. 


(ime) 


6.—caisledn ui neivt (i). 
(CASTLE O’NEILL.) 
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2 CN ec So Oe a aes re us 
game 
go. —aw bless df ewe ihe see 5 Scns assa SSeS a 
a -e- 
Sníoim - re da coicíse níor mó. 
2. & émple sur 4 Tairce! 1. In Castle O’Neill 
Ni pér017\ So ocus cú dom cúl, An enchantress has changed me with spells, 
TA mo Cumann Leac néto [6], My doom be declared 
"sé mo Léan séan man Connaic mé Th. If ever I court her again. 


2. My heart-beat, my treasure ! 
From me you have hidden your face. 


A A 4 4 ? 5 A a 5 . . 
3. TA nS Shrproini "n-a bpdpac, Our love-time is ended, 


& míle gnó Seal, ó O'amesZ cú uaim; My grief! that my eyes on you gazed. 
Cá nd h-abainn’ as oul Le panard 
’San Ait 1 bpdpad blác olleabspn nao 3. ne Bardeiin are waste-land, 
cona, Bright love, since you fled from the bowers. 
The rivers are straying, 


Dead leaves strew the beds of the flowers. 


4, níon cualar ceól cLáinnse 4. I hear no harp’s music 

”Oul, an c-rnóro peo, ná cerileabsp na n-éan, On the street nor the piping of birds, 
Ó omg mo sso uaim, Since vanished the beauty 

Cúl Aluinn, so Caipledn ui Néill. To Castle O’Neill, whom I loved. 


This song seems to be equally well known in the provinces of Munster 
and Connacht. There is a fine version given in the second part of “ Poets 


and Poetry of Munster,” edited by Dr. Sigerson (Éineanna), p. 82. 
C 


CGR EN) 


The above version was given me by the Rev. M. J. Conroy, P.P., Kilmeena, 
Co. Mayo, and he told me he learned it from an old woman in Connemara. 

Nos. 7 and 8 are Tuam variants of the song. It is interesting to note the 
change from bean (in all the other versions) to buaéaittlin (in No. 8). 

For other versions see “ Love-songs of Connacht,” by Dr. Douglas Hyde, 
p. 22, vs. 2 and 3, p. 26, v.5; “The Irish Review,” June, 1912; also “ Céao 
oe Cedltaib UL,” p. 76. 

An air of this name was printed by Bunting in his first volume of airs, 


7.—Cdisledn uí néiLU (ii). 
(CASTLE O'NEILL.) 


Sung by Miss Macerr Hession, 
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2. Ni ba, caorugs, nd Sa mnA 1. My heart’s love, I’m calling, 
ó fanncuis mé Leac man rpné, In the young summer days let us speed 
&ét mo 04 Laith A001 00 Ceann, Away down to Tirawley 
May ip cú cpsob Aluinn as Caipledn uí Ere morning spreads dew on the fields. 


néall, 2. No dowry I hope for 


Of sheep, or cattle, or lands, 
But my two hands supporting 


° , pas , fa si, uh : 
Se ee Oa aged eis Your head like the clustering branch. 


A thile snhóo bán, asur nupe Liom gréin. 
Cá an c-uballedipin reo as pár ann, 3. The garden is waste-land, 
'S an bLác bán an Bapiparb na scpaod. Bright love, and lonely I keep. 
One apple-tree waves there, 
White blossom is strewn on its leaves. 


4. Acc 04 bpésorsd &.oun 1 Scéill vam, 4. Ah, if I heard you calling, 
Deaman 4 b’ fé10171 Lioth cooLlsd so ciúin ; No quiet of sleep would I know. 
ACT APPaings Ó in'oé Ap But sorrow befall him 


dn cé & Cudrd “cun 1o1h mé S5up cú. Who came between you and my soul. 


(iiss) 


The following version of the song was written down for me by Mr. Michael 
Diskin, N. T., Milltown, Tuam, from Simon Steed, Milltown, but I failed to 


get the air from him :— 


1. T4 an sáifoín reo “nA Pspac, 

& while sn&o seal "sur & CcuirLín mo énorde. 
TS an uballosin as rár ann, 

'S an bLác bán Epi Bapprarb na scnhaob. 


2. & curo an c-paogail ’p a annpacc | 

1 'ocúr an trahparo nó an nglusppea liom 
Pein, 

ómac rior pA.nd SLeanncarb, 

MX’ yr béxd muro ann pul 04 Labpuigesd na h-éin. 


8. Ip ap hallard an c15e móin 

Sead “Comnuigeanny ’p 4 Coolugeannr mo 
spdo. 
. &9 2? 

5 raemaal ní Lí n€ipinn, 

ACT dn néaLc eóLai bi an an mbail úis 
call. 


4. níon custard mé cedl na sclaippesé 
ós 54bAil on c-rnáro peo invé 

Dud binne ná 4 béilín, 

Cúl áLuinn Dí 1 sCairLeán uí néall. 


5. d’p ni ba, C4011415; nd Sathna, 

ó. mhíLe pooipin, & fanntdocainn Leac péin 
MA TPE, 

dct mo 04 Lath £401 DO Cedann-fa, 

Sur ceao coinne” Leac 50 mbuailfrbe an 06 


ESS. 


6. &sur cuipim-pe Léan séan so h-éas 

dp on cé bain 'oíom mo Fpdo ; 

Apa! pusig mé é so Sapans 

An Jit & noéancA On ouine oub Lionny bán, 


7. GA Long An An sceil reo, 

d’p béanpard fi mipe oo'n Spdinn ; 
sup má illum anuaf so h-éas, 
béanrao ferrin absile 45 1.0 Fpdo. 


1. The garden is waste-land, 

Love, that quickened my pulses with pride: 
One apple-tree grows there, 

On its branches the blossom is white. 


2. Oh, come from the castle 

With me when the summer is born, 
Afar through the valleys, 

Ere bird-song has startled the morn. 


3. But I cannot follow 

My love to the halls where she shines 
A bright star of knowledge, 

Whose equal no sage has descried. 


4. No minstrelsy joyful 
Of harps I heard going the street, 
So sweet as her voice is, 
My love, that’s in Castle O’ Neill. 


5. And I ask for no dowry 

Of cattle, or sheep, with my bride, 
But my two hands around her, 
And converse of love in the night. 


6. But sorrow betide him 

Who stole the desire of my soul: 
*Tis my wish I could drive him 
To exile on Sassenach shores. 


7. On the quay there is riding 

A ship that will bear me to Spain: 
T’ll sail to the wild geese, 
Forgetting dead passionate days. 


8.—caistedn uí néiUt (iii). 
(CASTLE O’NEILL.) 


Sung by Mrs. FLANNAGAN, 
Gardenfield, Tuam. 
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2. TA An sáilvoín Teo 1 n-A TÁTAC, 

& thíLe spdd bán, asur mipe liom péin. 
T4 na pOrsi 45 psp ann, 

ip bheás£a 04 Brace cú apiath. 

ni cluinnrean ceól cLáinreac 

Oul an c-rhóro reo ná ceól binn na n-éan 
Sup éaLms ré Tan pdile, 

Cpoob SLuinn so Caipledn uí Néill. 


8. O1p1 sCaipledn uí néill 

"Cé an péanla bain oíom-rpa (ó) mo snd, 

So ocus mé Féin ppéir 06, 

'Sé mo Léan séan, “n San-firor 00’n cpluas. 

ós teallac tige móin 

Sead 00 Comnuiseanny agur cooluiseanny 
MO Spidsod ; 


& patharl ní 'L Le pos hil 
Act an préalt edlaip’cd "al an mbaile úoais 


Sous 


4. Dud míre liom v0 pérsin 

Tá an pop a Tazannp an BLSE, 

d’p Le cuthard mop 1 01810 mo pooipiin 
Ni mó ná so scooLuisim gréin cpde. 
Dliadain a’p an oroce anéin 

"Sead 00 néab na capaillib an pal, 
Adup cusrd piso ve Léim, 

'Sé mo Ledn séan, amaé inp an path. 


5. Nil cuile 04 méao 

Nac noéanann peal camall an cháis 3 
ni’L ann acc Lucc bhéas, 

Asup ní péroin noc Beillerd mo Endo. 


» 


Glee 


TRANSLATION. 


1. A hundred farewells to last night (Oh, alas!) That this night is not still quite new, With 
the sportive young swain Who would coax me so nicely on his knee. Since you made me 
refuse (you) Oh, darling! my love is not yours; But a hundred times pity, The hills stand 
between me and you. | 2. This garden is grown wild, My fair love! and Lam alone. The posies 
now grow there, The finest that ever you saw. No music of harps will be heard Going this 
way, nor the sweet song of birds, Since he stole away over the sea The fair branch to Castle 
O'Neill. | 3. Oh! it is in Castle O’Neill Dwells the pear! that took from me my love; To him I 
myself gave affection, Unknown to the world, ‘tis my grief! ’Tis at the hearth of the big house 
My love has his dwelling and sleeps. His like there is not to be found, The star of knowledge 
in that town beyond. | 4. I would think your little kiss sweeter Than the rose that springs from 
the bud. And with loneliness after my love I hardly can sleep at all. A year ago unto last 
night, The horses burst out through the hedge. And they went of a leap, Alas! out into the 
flood. | 5. There is no tide, howe’er great, But it comes in a while to ebb, They are all only 
deceivers, And it can’t be but my love will return. 


DI GHAS AS SG ORG Óe CARN AIN, 
(UP AT GORTHACARNAUN.) 


] Sung by Miss Macars Hesston, 
e = 108 Belclare, Tuam. 
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ee ee is : he ie noin 
i áras Bog eo amh Ne a SE is SES STE LE —al 
iy Seely ees ac ais Lios feis focaii cas Strong sb sa 


o’éalng i Leip An chllitpn uaim: “Sé fón - srvdoepean —éineann, 


2. Ni prubalpard mé níor mó op 
Na bdiT16 peo agaib-re, 

ACT TOSFMI0 mé mo fedlta 
AME Fa01 nd TLéibeib. 


(14. ) 


nó man bésd suan ór cronn Cánnáin 
1nT na pprdrve 45 SAD44L ciméealt, 

Ip man Tú a Lior mo $náo bán 

ós véanath hóbaiLce tpi m'ineinn. 


2 -. , . aige . 2 
OLpard mé mo 06T41N 014 VDothnargs, 
"S ni bé10 mé on meirse, 

Man Túil so bpásainn blap 00 pdigin 


fá se ° 4 , . 
'S cú mo rcóifún, & BLST na rinne ! 4. éineócaro mé 1 mbánac 


Le painne an Lae sLésil, 
ó'T oéanpard mé mo Dedasg-psp 
AMAC Fao1 nd plérbeib. 


3. TS mo Sho map BLST na n-óihne £as5par0 mé mo beannaéc 


Vior as Táf 1 ocúr 4’ T-pathpard, &s mnóib 'oesr” an cpaogait seo, 


nó map na faoiledinini bána NX’ poesthan & beillid 4 Baile diom, 


Fás re hh ao xi 
íor as rnám apn na sSLeanncaib,. So mbid an bail 45 clannaib éineann. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Above at Gorthacarnaun Lives a fair Irish lady, And he who will get her from her mother, 
Must be a kindly lover. And my fond heart gave love to her, With some infatuation ; 
But she abandoned me for the tailor, The weakling of the men of Erin. | 2. And I shall walk no 
more on These rugged roads of yours; But I shall hoist my sails And speed me towards the 
mountains. I will drink my fill on Sunday, And yet I will be sober, In hope of tasting your 
little kiss; For you are my treasure, my fair blossom. | 3. My love is like the sloe bud That 
blooms in early summer, Or like the snow-white seagulls That poise above the valleys. Or 
like the sun o’er Carnaun, Dancing in the street around, So does this bright love of mine Keep 
roving through my reason. | 4. I will rise to-morrow With the dawning of bright day, And I 
will make a swift race Out around the hills. And I will leave my blessing To the fair 


maids of this world, And never will return home, Till Erin’s cause has triumphed. 


I have not been able to identify the place “Gorthacarnaun”’ (= the field 
of the little carn) which gives the title to this song. Though from the root 
origin of the word there must be many places of the name throughout the 
West, the singer was not aware of any such place in her immediate neighbour- 
hood. 

Some years ago, in looking over newspaper cuttings belonging to the late 
John Glynn of Tuam, I came across the following fragment.. It was taken 


from a paper called “The Irish American,” and was headed: “Gleanings from 
the Island of Inismain ”’ :— 
“ @roip, b’-L’-4T4-4n Riog & fr Uanón 
TA syandn ban éineann 
'S an cé 4 Seobard í ó no mSTaipin 
Nan Lásac i Le bnéasao 
Map TUS mo Cporde Spdvd vi 
Le pdipnt ve’n 0it-céille 
An Sup eulars pi Leip an c&illatin 
dn panuile an fean bnéasac.”’ 
The similarity of the lines to the opening verse of our song is 
manifest, and suggests to me that possibly “ Gorthacarnaun “” hes somewhere 
between Athenry and Oran(-more). 


10.—mAdiIr’ nt SRiovTA. 
(MARY GRIFFIN.) 


I Sung by Miss Macorg HESSIoN, 
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poop mé Le Ceann Sal-a - na v 50 O-csin-15 mé’pteaé’pan poo. 


2. 04 breicted-pa báo CLainn’ Donnésds 


Sac L404 océigead pi cum reoil, 
Plucpad yi an fainnse 

6 T ni fluucpad pi ceann reóil. 
Déad cúr an "cuile SALo aici, 

04 OTF ead an Lá mon, 

& T So noiolpainn mo Linécin móna, 
&'T mé as cómnháos Le mo rcón. 


3. mo snáo i MAN’ ní Siúobca, 

’Si bud thine ná na mná, 

Map “Tí ndn Tug aprath an SLoine dom 
ACT an buroéal ar é Bert Ldn. 

Nusip & TíLinn oul 04 íoc Lé: 

Tí 'oéanao Tí diom &óc Syeann, 

Mr ní pyanpard mo Sp40-pa coroce Léa 
50 oci an o10Ce Tan éir mo báif. 


( 16 ) 


4. 1r íomóa pin matron Dothnars 

Bi mé rúsac Dear so Leon, 

As oul rior Le mo Luiccín móna 

6 T OA Cuppa ap an ped moj, 

Nion seill mé ayath 00 thin ap bic, 

Do SÁLA nd 00 ceo, 

NO $0 oté1F ead mé 4’ cainne Le Lún na mban 
Bi potham ’pan mbaile mon. 


5. "uain & imceócar mé ap an cín Teo, 
'S nuain & vibpedétap mé "ran mbáo, 
Nusin & Co14cr10 mé oróoce 1 Maoiny 

ip 04 oroce ap an CháiS-báin, 
Siubsilprd mé Capo 1 Uibenci 

ip anonn faor Connvse-an-Cldip : 

ó&'T mana bpdpard móin” ní Sláobca mé, 
Tí fillf1d mé so bnác. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Oh! the love of my heart and my soul are you Beyond all that live, For it is you 
who saved my life for me, On that day as the storm arose. I had two reefs tied, And a 
tight grip on the sail, And I did not ease off Golum Head ‘Till I entered upon the road. | 
2. If you were to see Clann Donnach’s boat, Each day it went to sea, (How) it would breast 
the (strongest) wave, And never wet a sail, She would be in advance of every gale, However 


rough the day, And I would sell my load of turf, 


While talking with my love. | 3. Oh! Mary 


Griffin is my true love, More tender she than all, For ’twas she who never gave me a glass, 
But the bottle brimming o’er. When Td think to pay her for ’t, ’Tis she would mock me fairly, 
Oh! my love for her will never decay Till the night of death’s passed o’er me. | 4. It’s many’s 
the Sunday morning I was jolly and light-hearted, Going down with my little load of turf, 
With two reefs upon the sail. I never yielded to any shower, Toa gale or toa fog, Till I came 
to talk with the flower of maids, Who was before me in the town. | 5. When I betake me from 


this shore, And am driven from the boat, 
at Trabane, I will walk across by the Liberties, 
Griffin marries me not, TI never return again, 


When I spend a night at Mweenish, And two nights 


And over through County Clare, And if Mary 


I have known this song for many years. I heard it sung for the first 


time with great spirit by a young girl from the Claddagh, Galway, in 1902. 
Since then I have heard it frequently from others: Bridget Forde, Sylane, 
Tuam ; Maire Cuniffe from Tawin, Galway ; and Maggie Hession, Belclare, 
Tuam. It is not known in this district, and is evidently a Connemara song, 
although an inferior version of the air is known here, and sung to the words 
of “ Dean an t-Seanouine,” No. 18. 


(Patt) 


Professor O’Maille has kindly sent me another version of the song, also 
from Connemara, entitled “Dyug10 Tís Aopts.” Though in doubt as to 
the English equivalent of the name, I have called it in the translation 
“Brigid Geary.” Dr. O’Maille in his notes to the song says: “ ‘The name is 
pronounced Nig Aopcts, the latter part of which may equal Aovasipe 
(= shepherd). Mr, Pat O'Donnell, 
Newport, and he has also ‘Dyus10 Nig opts, but he spells it “Dygr0 


I got an incomplete version from 


ní Surdpo.’ 


such corruptions rarely occur.” 


One might expect a corruption of “ns W101’ (Maguire), but 


‘he places referred to in the songs are nearly all in the neighbourhood 


of Carna, Connemara, e.g. Meenish, Trabane, Ardmore, Golum Head. 
“ Liberties” referred to are the Liberties of Galway, and “on baile món' 


is Galway town. 


1. €ipean : 


bRIs10 ní”s SORTA. 


“Asup écait mé an bliadain in- 
uparo Leac 
Man bi mé ós san céill, 
Vo 00 theallad AT 00 00 Gealgad, 
AT 00 DO DEANATH AMAE DOM 
Pei — cen j. 
Oi 'onoc-thear asam oy c-family, 
Asup neatn-cion eile "am ope 
Tein; 
ASup 50 vein ni porpa mire cu 
So bprása cú cuilleam ppné.”’ 


4, €ipean : 


The 


> 


mA fileann prado sup caillesd 
mé, 
Veatnan baogal an bid opm 
pein, 
Asup bdr nán Pasa mé Cordcin 
mo. so. mui 


mo cleathnar 


pero. 


Mos Gnso eu, ta Onisio i724 
AONWTA 
Ip cú an yw§-bean Tan na mná, 
Nioprapp mé opr4th an cnaisín ons 


Z.1es Céao plan von Seithpesd 1n-uypiard, Naé Líonrá Liom an cánc. 
Asur nd cup. opm aon bnéas, Nusin o filann a oul v0’4 íoc Leac 
Veatnan api Cup mé ó” fíor ope Tí OE4nT4 oíom 46 Spreann ; 
NG Fo UcAiInic Cu UsIT Féin. NX’ yp ni pyangesa mo cuma cordée Leac 
b'funuroa DAth-pa pean 4 PAs arb $0 0Ti An Feithjread 1 no1010 
& Slacpod Liom gan rppé ; 00 bair. 
T615 00 feol a’p bi ’5 1mtesccr, 
Ssurp béao poor Sports VE. 
5. ósur ionnpoéa mé an Sleann 
Dipesé Leac, 
3. Céao plan 00 blisdasin ’po TACA Sior map 071mTedEad an báo 


reo, 
Ni map rin o bi mé nem, 
Bi mo Eporde Goth meapngaé 


Leir An éinín api an scpaorb. 


feoil, 
So 06610 mé ap na Liberti 
S5up op pin so oti an TAs 
bán. 


( 18 ) 


Fillesd an m’ sip anior com ó'T má cá Seán Ó Codain 1 muis- 
Déróo mé oróce 1 N-Uaécap Apo, Imp 
d'7 má porann Opgro ní gs Aonta uaim Diod rí 'oeanca ó n-a Láimh. 
ni fillpe mé so bnác. bi0d moéoc a'f mo mbininneiipeg, 
&T i so nó-oear an mo ceann, 
6. Ip1omda maroin Dothnars ó'T so bruil cpitin ban veap Faoi 
Di mé pampathail mart so plérbci 
Leon, Le mo Gaomesd or cionn 
& T an ceachatha Lá 'oe”n Fogsthan clay. 
bi ci cúnra in mo feol món. 
fíon SLL mé aprath vo mún an 8. €:4rean : ór cá pran 1 Lán mo oléib” 6 | 
bit & cuippead nda césota pean 
04 'búince 04 mbéad ceo, ‘un báir, 
Do fonn 4 beic 1 bpdinc Le plan na Sul Td mé cinnte, veapbta 
mban, Naé bruil mo Leigear Le 
Dmgr10 Vdthnaill 'ran Áino POS ata 
thóin. ! Noe cnuas anoir mé As pyapia- 
thAinc Leac, 
tires: ASup Feapparo amac mo conpa SS teact ns husine bpreds’, 
De fFlop-pyois a’p ve Geap na ó TOPals An Cudaé AS S01heAthainc, 
sclén, d’pan oulleaban slap a5 par. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. I spent last year with you, ForI was young and foolish, Coaxing and beguiling you, And 
trying to make you mine. I had poor esteem for your family, And a want cf love for you, And, 
indeed, I wiil never marry you, Till you get a larger dowry. | 2. A hundred farewells to last 
winter, And do not belieme, Never did I send for you Till you came of your own accord. It 
would be easy for me to finda man Who would take me without a fortune, So hoist your sails 
and go away, And I shall be in God's grace. | 8. A hundred farewells to this time last year, ’Tis 
not thus I used to be, My heart was as mirthful As the little bird on the branch. If they think 
that I died, There’s no fear at all of me, And may death never seize me Until my match be 
made. | 4. My love are you, Brigid Geary, You are the queen above all women, I never asked 
the naggin from you, But you filled me out the quart. When I thought of paying for it, You 
only made fun of me, And my love for you will never depart Until the winter after your death. | 
5. And I will head for the Straight Glen with you, As the sailing boat would go, Until I come 
to the Liberties, And thence as far as Trabane. On my return back again I’ll be a night in 
Oughterard, And if Brigid Geary marries (another) from me, I'll ne’er return again. | 6. Many a 
Sunday morning I was merry enough, And on the fourth day of Autumn I had three reefs 
upon the sail. I never yielded to any shower, However dense the fog, Anxious to unite with 
the flower of maids, Donal 's Brigid in Ardmore. | 7. And cut out my coffin From the choicest 
block of wood, And if John Keane is in Meenish, Let it be made by his hand. Let my hatand 
ribbon be within, Placed nicely on my head, And let three pretty women from the hills Keen 
me when laid out. | 8. O, there is a pain within my breast That would kill a hundred men, 
And Iam sure and ceriain That my cure cannot be found. How sad to be parting with you 
now When the fine weather has begun, Since the cuckoo has commenced to call, And the 


green foliage to grow. 


Coa) 


11—SeoLad nó nóna SA Drásac, 
(DRIVING THE CALVES IN THE PASTURE.) 


Oe 


1 <siubal 6 na 


So Ee EGER ESSER me ee ee ee ae 2 
(ee a = oe ea = ee 


coill-ead reo 


Sung by Miss Brinaet Fonpg, 
Sylane, Tuam. 
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2. CÁ cpAinnín caopntainn pao1 bun 6 na 
coillead reo, 

ó'T béromuro Le ééile so Lá bán ann, 

Déróomuro ’n án purde Le bánab seal na 
matone ; 


S Seobard cú na Sathna inp a bpdpac. 


3. Benim mo thallacc 0 thaoparb’ na 
coillead reo, 

"S140 4 0'P45 annreo Le pin mé; 

Mm? stom “ur mo thdcain So bpdnaé TA 
mbaile, 

Ip Fan Hone oFam cteacc in a LÁCAin. 


4. Anoip 4 peoipin, ó cA cú AS iméeacc uaim, 
'S ó cénla ne cú 'cá 1 n'oán 0am, 

Seo ouic póisín an banh mo óuro méana, 

& T & Tcó1hán, mo cúis céao flan Leac. 


5. Cailín ós mé 4 pugad Leir a” bponcún, 
ACT Faiop n&C paib pé1 n0dn Dam. 


Fuaipn mé poannail go h-ós mp an mbaile 
reo; 
Map Seall an thac uí máilLe, 


6. b'feánn Liom so món-món a bert CcO0CCA, 

Tó oóisce 1 oceinnce CnAtia, 

Tá so ociúDbnainn Le r4path 00 &on thac 
MATAN 


So n-orlpinn bliadain 06 páirce. 


7. Cuineao mo éailin 
bpobal, 
ASup TuZad an Leaban 1 n-a Láimh Di, 
D'éisean oí Tabane paoi Tóram Cobaipc, 
Le paiccíor 50 scuinríóe (SI 4n A1t f. 


"nd pearath inp & 


8. & Seasái uí Mailtle, CAP Tura & baile 
liom. 

Tá biod citaileaéc ont ceaée in mo Lácain. 

'S go 'oeo veo afár ní NOC410 cú Tap pdile 

Tuair & feicreor cú vo Lean’ ‘Sur 4 tháCaip. 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. As I walked through this wood last Wednesday, A young maiden met me in the waste-land, 
Searching for the calves I was, such was my errand, And one of them I would not find till 
morning. | 2. A little quicken tree there is, at the end of this wood, And we will be together till 
the day comes. It’s up we will be, with the bright peep of the morning, And you will find the 
calves in the waste-land. | 8. I give my malediction to the herds of this wood, It was they 
that left me here a wandering. My father and my mother sorrowful at home, And I without a 
chance of coming to them. | 4. So now, my darling, since you are going from me, And that it is 
not you who are destined for me, Here is a little kiss from the top of my fingers, And five 
hundred farewells to my treasure. | 5. Iam a young maid born with a fortune, But alas! I am 
not fated to enjoy it. In this town, while yet young, I was brought into disgrace, And all through 
the son of O’Malley. | 6. To have been hanged I would very much prefer, Or to have been burned 
in a bone fire, Than to give the satisfaction to any mother’s son, That I'd rear for one year his 
offspring. | 7. My girl was put standing before the congregation, And into her hand was put 
the Bible, She had to undertake to make due reparation, Else from the place she’d have been 
banished. | 8. Oh, Shane O’Malley, come you home with me; Oh, come to me and have no 
shyness; And never again will you go across the sea, When you see your own baby and its 
mother. 


For a variant of this song see “Irish Popular Songs,” p. 51, by Edward 
Walsh. 

Petrie has two airs of this name, Nos. 1529 and 1530, taken down by him 
in Clare in 1864. 

The following version of the words were written down for me by 
Mr. Michael Diskin, N. T., Milltown, from Simon Steed ; but I was unable to 
get the air :— 


1. O'éirmns mé amae on maroin Cappors 4. CÁ coil faopods againn Ó thaontaib na 

AS piubal (6) na coillead ’p mé so Fane, coiLllead, 

Cé capparde opm Act an 615-bean thaipesc, An réan pogail 0106T4 So LS 

’S bio béilín Tanarve ’f é a5 SÁ. déc Le bán bán on Léde bérómuro Féin “Hap 
respam 


2. O’Marnms mé réin 01 To cé An Dar 'ouice 'S reolramuiv réin no Tanne ’pa brdrac. 
FISF] 5 ] 5 


No soroé “n Tip, beannuisce & OT41M15 T1 AP, 


ACT 5) TONUTHESCT nA nsomna;, peso, Cup 5. 'S cá an pean-peéic op 4 CO1LLe vaingean, 
mé mo éatlin, Ir é ar 061g Liom so burl ré cúisceac, 

dsup ceann (ó) ni bruaip pi BO Lá aca. Lócc an cónuroeacc NA NZAtina read Cuip, mé 

mo Gatlin, 

8. "S cá cpamnin beas caoptamn op Lúibín dsup ceann ni Dpuain rí go La aca.) 
nd coillead, 

Agu capps uaic Liompa so Lá ann, 6. "S cá an ean néic ap & Goille oaingean, 

bé10 ceóLca binn?” ns n-éan ‘vay piop-cup & 'S cá ré Le blindain 1 101410 mo Carlin, 
coolao, &ét ms TS ceant ay bit Le pagail inp an J1c 

dgup oulleabapn na Scpann, é mop ppdt reo 'bruilim-re, 


opoinn. Dainprd mé péin VioLarveact ap & Endinarb. 


7. Beim-pe mo beannacc 00 tiaopntaib nA dct 6 Bi vo toil Féin Leip, o odin, rll 
coillead, ab aile, 
D’f45416 me Le fuacc aguy Le cána, Seo bény asur mo cúis mésapd OUT. 


Ta mo DaI0e “fF mo Thaime so bpdnaé mo 
1410 ra mbaile. 
ó'T n’?l soin asam cesct 1 n-a ngaoban. 9- 04 mbérd1nn-re péin man bi me anupard, 
Sin é bluedain sun an T-am feo, 
8. ASpdsd Seal mo clérb’, na biod opt atgnesd, Suropinn fíor ap colbs vo Leabca, 


Ni md é noc noeapnard vo mdTaipi, Azur 0’ 6Lpainn burvéal rion’ Le mo carlin. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. As I walked out one morning in the spring, And rambled through the wood quite carelessly, 
Whom shouldI meet but a comely young maid, Whose mouth was finely formed and a-smiling. | 
2. I (myself) asked her whereto did she belong, Or what blessed country did she come from. 
And searching for the calves ’twas there I sent my girl, But one of them she didn’t find till 
morning. | 3. There’s a little quicken tree at the angle of the wood, And you’ll come along with 
me there till day dawns. The sweet song of the birds will lull us there to sleep, And the foliage 
of the trees will be a shade for us. | 4. We have the kind consent of the keepers of the wood To 
get from them the grass until the morning. With the bright peep of dawn we’ll be up and on our 
way, And we'll drive the calves out in the pasture. | 5. Now the old rake is secure in his wood, 
And my opinion is that he’s revengeful; But searching for the calves ’twas there I sent my girl, 
And one of them she didn’t find till morning. | 6. The old rake is now secure in his wood, And 
for a year he has pursued my girl, But if justice can be had in the place in which we are, From 
his bones I will exact reparation. | 7. My malediction I give to the herds of the wood Who 
left me to suffer cold and hardship. My daddy and my mammy grieving sore at home, And I 
without a chance of coming near them. | 8. Ah! bright love of my bosom, do not be dismayed, 
You’ve done only what your mother did before you; And since it was your own will, return home, 
my treasure. See, I salute you from the top of my five fingers. | 9. Were I only now as I was a 
year ago, That is just a year from the present time, I would sit down and rest on the stock of 
your bed, And would drink a bottle of wine with you, my girl. 


12.—Se€AS4n OF id cisRoubdin. 
(YOUNG JOHN KIRWAN.) 


| Sung by Miss Macoirg Hesston, 
= 3 Belclare, Tuam. 
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a = —- —TTre— 4 —[—iI——— 
See eee enh we —i-e 6 
ThA1C oúinn AS  caoin - ead ni pcop- Faso muito cordé-e Ac’, a 
oy —0°—y ——e—s8—€848£——x——:-—x— 
[ Se =f a o =f of ioe eae. 
Fe ee ee ee Oe eae =. Eo a 
Seagsin 615, 'ré mo léan béan Cú bec opine? ór cronn clain. 

2. If chuais liom bean an “á Majop ’’ 5. Cá na h-éclipp an na rpéantarb, 

S’p 04 Tuas liom i "na O11 rn, S5up ceo mop ap na préaloarb, 
&'T níon náir” liom 04 péabsd ri Cá an “ Majop’’ cporde, mo mMASiypop, 
On cnorde acd ’n- Lán. 5 pion-pilesd vedy.. 

Majip i a Carll an péanla ACE SO otagZ aid on puad-séimneaé 

De fFion-pyot na péinne, Op buailerb na h-Ééineann, 

& cum cool fava slégeat, TA ctitha món Ap éirinn, 

'S ní bhéasa "cá mé a” náo. Tr éasmair 1 n01a1d 00 báir. 

3. Bi Dúncais agur Duieais Deo Fainping í vo óúicce, 

ASup Séamar usa Oá1Lais, ó'T o'ánur a’p 00 étinc seal, 

Fion-rsoc cporde mo maigsipoip, On Th mil-beae AS siopsod 

45 pion-pilesd vedn, Faoi DanhaiD na mbLsE. 

Bi íanLaí 4gup Tiseaynai Vo Cu10 eacnarde af 00 cóirce 

AS pil Leac man CUathain, 6 bi fuaigce Le h-ón bude, 

ACT, & Cnuic Meade pégcay so rion cú &’p 'oá mbéinn 1m? fean roipnéip 

Son Fean PIAdse na ppdijc. Ip oeap 4 Béapprainn cú ó'n mbép. 

4. OS bpercted-pa an cúpla 7. TA 00 nusdo-éularé porta 

Sp maroin bheás optera ’Teact 4 baile Dia Donnas, 

5 pubal tpio & bréan slap d’p clappini ve’n ós Bude 

d’po Zculait Leo rior; Ap 00 Compainn Seal cLáin, 

ACT ní feicprdesypi Go1DC’ an cúpla &gul' nocannaí na béabenr 

Tné céile ap an oúicée reo, Ap oo cnoiLróe(?)bheás sLéseal, 
'onn€e&o ós &5suf' & cú Leip Lóóc cá cúma món op Óininn 

1 n-aonpraic “re nsLeann, Ssup éasmaiT 1 no110 00 béip.] 

TRANSLATION. 


1. At noon ona Sunday, The young man died. It was a doleful story For many men and 
women; And if weeping would bring us any good, From it we’d never cease; But, my little 
John, it breaks my heart That you’re laid within the coffin. | 2. I am sorry for the major’s wife, 
And I pity her twice again, And I should not think it shame for her If she tore the heart within 
her breast. For she has lost the pearl, The true stock of the brave; His form slender, tall, and 
fair, And there’s no lie in what I say. | 3. There were Burkes and Blakes, And James O’ Daly, 
The true stock of my master’s heart, Copiously shedding tears. Earls and lords, Expecting 
you as a son-in-law; But Knockma, you are left for ever, Without huntsman or sportsman. | 


: 


( 23) 


4. If you were to see the couple, On a fine dewy morning, Going through the green meadows, 
And their robes flowing down. But never again will the couple be seen Together in this place, 
But only Dennis and his hound Alone in the glen. | 5. The heavens are eclipsed, And a great 
mist on the stars, The dear major, my master, Is ever shedding tears. But till the great lowing 
comes, On the cattle pens of Erin, There is great sorrow in Ireland, And a void for your 
death. | 6. Your estate is long and spacious, And your mansion and bright court, And honey 
bees are humming Round the tops of the blossoms. Your steeds and your coach Inlaid with 
yellow gold. And if only I were a wizard, ’Tis gladly I'd snatch you from death. | 7. Your new 
marriage suit Is coming home on Sunday. There are clasps of yellow gold On your bright 
boarded coffin. And rosettes of beavers (?) On your bright shining hearse (trolly ?). But there is 
great sorrow in Erin, And a void for your death. 


This lament was composed by Pat Greany, and sung to me by his great- 
granddaughter, Maggie Hession. The occasion of its making was the tragic 
death of young John Kirwan of Castle Hacket, Cnoc Meo%do (Knockma), 
Tuam. His younger brother succeeded to the estate, and it was the latter’s 
daughter who married the late Mr. Percy Bernard, son of a former Protestant 
bishop of Tuam. In ancient times the surrounding country was ruled by the 
O’Flahertys, who, in the twelfth century, were driven out by the De Burgos, 
and these in turn suffered confiscation after 1642. Finally, about that time 
it was bought by Sir John Kirwan, a member of one of the “tribes” of 
Galway, whose descendants are now in possession of it. 

There is another version of this song in “ Ampdin Cloinne Hoeveat,” 
No. 12. 

Petrie gives two variants of the air Nos. 1297 and 1298. 


13. Sno ee mine. 
(THE SONG OF THE MEAL.) 


Sung by Miss Macarr Hesston, 
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mbar nA CEAD-TS iy nac Leigpead na Soeoil boée’ cun bair. 


2. Dí ps0 a5 ceact1 n-s ocTpéavarb, 7. má casann cotbce copad nó clampan, 

&suT neancuis pao TSéAL ann sac Lá, Cuihreamusro camp api Cnoc Meads, 

Ni Cuippesd an pyronnya Spuaim ap bic 1n 4 Dibpedcamuro na Tnonncais 'r na Spdinmg 
éan, dsup cu!'oeócamuro Le h-Éiminn so bnác. 


nó sun) fainrins Mac VE an Pil óoaim 


. — 8. TS an “ Majon” asup Spo eapbos 
a. Ir €.4n “ majon” 


reo; 


AT & Tiomndin ward TSéAL 1 ngZaé 1c. 


& t1onnTCAiL an méao unas 


AS 1mTedacT Anonn uainn San moill, 


b Siúo an pyronnysa may Leanar an cúpla, 
IOS OS re €10 reo - , ita Fees 
Forslurgro proini na h CU Maj TS Minoy Sc. Seonse in AT-Cinn. 
dM’p nd Leisró na Saeoil boée’ cun barr. 
r 5 5 


: ' 9. Caih&1n5é06€4410 prso Cuca na h-úsoain, 
4. Roinmgid min (n-a SCéA0CA1D i : 
“R i . SS Sul Cuippro yrs. cusps sip. Fan thoiLL. 
ASup cups puap crane’? 1 mo ‘ yard es i : 
i Sieh : DID cic an an scaillas paoi Lusnar 
Agup Fás 45 Lucc ríbín an péacan, i . ; 
ix : Ce sup móLa món plain an & onuim. 

An pinTa, MAdf VEipice, ’P an cdc. 


5. Nua a TAinic an Zonta SO h-éininn, 10. 04 brsgad muro péroteaé ó'n án ocí- 
Sead 00 pyreab cporve na péile 1 bpdinc, SEAINtes 

Ciomdin aro Longs faor n-a pedlearb Ni tapppad mur0 rapthaip Fo bpdc, 

'S í Lán ve’n ón burde asup bán. Mapecurseact ay eacpnard ní rapppainn, 


SCT AN THAT map O1aLLai0 &'T an cdpp. 


rg , lá vo . fá 
6. ní 'L ré : scúis chisib nA h-éiheann 


ó pathail bean an “ majon” Le pagal, 11. Tran 4 Beit raon ve na pracarb 
May cá Fion-pgot no h-uaiple an Dúncac, Son 140 074 n-éiliús ao pip so Lá an Bde’, 
nó o bruit an Ploocc clainne gusce ar an dét min FAS 41L 1 noeinead na bluadna, 
Spdinn, Osup pin AS01D nV ranprard má fásaim. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. We will give a blessing to the major, Himself is the manager in truth; It was he who 
snatched from death the hundreds, And would not let the poor Irish die. | 2. The people were 
coming in their crowds, And they increased in numbers every day. The prince would not put a 
frown on his face, Until God’s Son was bountiful to mankind. | 3. It was the major who arranged 
for all this, And sent out the message everywhere: & Open up the storehouses of Ireland, And 
let not the poor Irish die. | 4. Let ye distribute meal in hundreds, And set up a crane in my 
yard. And leave to the shebeen-folk the pewter, The pint as an alms, and the quart.’ | 
5. As soon as the famine came to Ireland, His kindly heart throbbed with good-nature. He sent 
off a ship in full sail, And it filled with yellow gold and silver. | 6. There is not in the five 
provinces of Ireland The peer of Mrs. Major to be found, The Burkes, the true flower of our 
nobility—Nor among the descendants of the Royal House of Spain. | 7. If war or dissension 
ever comes (amongst us), We will put up a camp on Knockma ; We will rout the French and 
the Spaniards, And we will guard Erin for ever. | 8. The Major and the Archbishop of Tuam 
Are setting out from here very soon; There is the prince in whose train they follow, That is, 
Minor St. George, in Headford. | 9. They will draw to them the nobility (authors), And they 
will pay him a visit very soon; The hag will have a hump on her by August, Anda big bag of 


( 20) 


flour upon her back. | 10. If we could get settled with our landlords, To great riches we never 
would aspire. <A ride on a horse I would not ask for, But the straddle for a saddle, and a car. | 
11. To be freed from a third part of my debts, And never again to have them asked for; To get 
meal at the end of the year, There’s my request, if it’s granted. 


This song also was composed by Pat Greany. The Major Kirwan here 
referred to was father of “Season ós,” and it is told of him that, during a 
famine, probably about 1820, he distributed meal among the needy at his 
own expense; and for his generosity the poet is here praising him. 

This Major Kirwan, whose portrait hangs in the hall at Castle Hacket, is 
still more celebrated as being the owner of a famous racehorse called ‘* The 
Friar,’ and the employer of an equally famous jockey, known still amongst 
the people as Seaghan Boy. The skull of “The Friar” is preserved, and 
hangs yet upon one of the walls of the Castle; and if the story be true, this 
tribute to his memory is only a fitting reward for great benefit conferred. 
Between racing and betting the Major’s affairs had been reduced to a very 
low ebb; so desperate indeed were they, that his whole fortune depended 
upon his luck at a coming race at the Curragh. Would ‘‘ The Friar” be 
equal to the task expected of him? And, would Seaghan Boy be able to lead 
him to victory? Alas! as the time of the race drew near, the poor jockey 
was “ taken sick and like to die.” Another man was chosen, but with small 
hopes of success, for “ ‘he Friar’ was“ tricky,”’ and no one understood him 
so well as his accustomed rider. ‘The state of poor Seaghan Boy at being left 
behind was pitiable, but, making an almost superhuman effort, he called for a 
pint of whiskey, wrapped himself. up, and, travelling by quick stages, he 
managed to arrive on the course as the race was about to start. Mounting 
“The Friar,” but not knowing in what mood he might be, he said to 
Mrs. Kirwan as he passed, “If I have the whip in my mouth at the first 
round, bet your carriage on him.” He passed ;—the whip in his mouth, 
and—“ ’twas a famous victory.” 

No one believes, however, that Seaghan Boy was able to do this unaided: 
he had the help of Finvarra and his fairy host, who have their dwelling in 
Knockma, and, of course, as they say, '“ he would have won the race even if 
it was a pig he was riding.” 

‘here is no monument to Seaghan Boy, but his memory is green among 
the people ; and on the slope of the hill there is a field still known as Friar 
Park, where the noble horse spent the last years of his existence in peace 
and contentment. 

E 


( 


ey 


This air is evidently a variant of that noted down in Ulster, and adapted 
s “The Lover’s Curse,” by Mr. Herbert Hughes, in his collection of “Country 


Songs,” vol. 1. 
The “ Ano €apbos Tuama,” 


mentioned in the song, is Archbishop 


Trench, the last Protestant Archbishop of Tuam; and the reference to 


Minor St. George is to Mansell St. 


George, of Headford Castle, Co. Galway. 


14—TA0b TALL 'oe CLAIDE NA ceónann. 
(BEYOND THE MEARING WALL.) 


; = 84 Dorian mode. 























Sung by Miss Macerr Hesston, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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épo1de ACT Mi 0 bec, 4 ene Ssur 17) Ses Det aie a 
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big aig Ice i Ascal ee ae a F gaat asa ES t= saxo 
ga ot ee ISS EERE Rime ós a ra tera =NEN =a 
Spdinn, Áir, so n-éal-6-cainn in 4 léin-e Le péanl’ an Bpollaag báin. 


2. ip Tuas Son mé 1 mo thaipnéslac 
nó 4 mo Caiptin apn Lung 

nó mo porai Bnedg Flégeatl 

Ap bann na Mise plinn’. 

Pdosprainn i asur bnéaspainn 1, 

'S 4 tbéanLa an ctrl oun, 

’S a Tigeapnda! nac ovesr on feipiin á 


04 n-éaluigead pi liom. 


3. Seall mo F140 none dom, 
Céao agur mile bó, 

Asup Seall rí in-4 018416 yin 

So noéanpad pi 04m TesE MO]. 
Na ba & bert as séimnis 

dA’r no Laogsanca d bert oil, 
"Sa péantla an bnoLLais slégit! 


ip Leac 4 Leis mé mo pin. 


4. Nuaip éiniseannr an Sealac 
"Sead TS? an Spran, 

'S blusdain sur Lá 4 mbánac 

6. bí mé ’piubsl na nsLeannca fran. 
'Sé O'1appipainn ap R45 an Oomnois 
muna maiypinn beo acc mi, 

1 fedLad oróce 5], Loipcin 

Ap unlan mo tise. 

5. Sap co1oce(n) ma céiseann cú, 
Tabaip mo míLe beannaóc uaim 

ós & mA1716 beo 'oo SaoLcaib 
May bíoir Lásac Liom. 

May bi mé ós riamramaiL 

Asup 'oúil Sam inp 4 ppdinc, 

ACT ANOIPF 6 TA’N PSpad oéanca, 


Mo beannaóc Cordée(n)Leip an aor ós. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. On yonder side of the mearing wall My love dwells. She has in her a drop of the gentlest 
blood, The affliction of my heart! Were I in England, And were she in Spain, Td fly with 
her without dowry, My pearl of the white breast. | 2. A pity ’m not a sailor, Ora captain in 
aship, And my beautiful white flower, On the top of Mauslinn. I would kiss her and coax 
her, She's the pearl of the brown hair. And oh! what a Sweet reward ’twould be, If she would 
fly away with me. | 8. My love promised me a dowry, A thousand and a hundred kine. And 
she promised me, in addition, That she would build me a big house. The cows would be a 
lowing, And the little calves a sucking. Oh! pearl of the white breast, With you I left my 
love. | 4. On the rising of the sun, The moon disappears, And a year ago to-morrow I was 
walking down the glens. I would ask of the High King of Heaven, Were I only to live a month, 
To lead her for one night’s lodging Within the floor of my house. | 5. If ever you go westwards, 
Take a thousand blessings from me To all my living relatives, For to me they were (always) 
kind. For I was young and airy, And partial to every fun. But now since my marriage is over, 
Farewell to the companions of youth. 


. 


These words were taken down by me from Pat O'Neill of Drumeriffin, 
being sung by him to the air of “Aine ni Groin.” The air here given | 
got from Maggie Hession, who sang it to the version given in “ dinpdin 
Cloinne Saedeot,” p. 113. 


15.—TIOCEFAID AN SA RO. 
(THE SUMMER WILL COME.) 


Sung by Miss Macere Hesston, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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Teinnrío ré oh; avr ar cig Lei é. 


2. TS ’n o1dée peo 4B reapctainn, a’p’cs si 
Luan, 

N’p’té pi a5 Luge Le mo Opuim so cpuard. 

Caicrí!o mé i “r ní pacard mé Cun puain 

So n-euLuiseao tap TóiLe Le m' Fnso coir 
custin. 


3. dn tndt Céisim-re ior cuis Teac an óil, 
ip Opc-pa 00 pmusimgim 4 thile prop. 


O04 noéanté vo seallathaine man bi cú 
IRA, 

Béod ceac mó againn asuTf ferlm Byess. 

4. ní'l, mo spdo-pa oub, asur ni’l ré burvde, 

ip riú é 00 Geangail Le hon an níos. 

"TA O04 Ldith Seal’ aise a'p Leaca min’, 

'S nil popai 1 ngdiypoin map Fpndo0 mo 
énoroe. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Summer will come, and the grass will grow, And the leaves will come on the tops of the 
trees, My love will come at the bright dawn of day, And will play me a tune as he well can 
do. | 2. The rain pours down and the night is cold, It presses upon me so harsh and severe ; 
(Yet) I will endure it and will not go to rest, Till I fly o’er the sea with my love near the bay. | 
Of you I am thinking, my thousand treasures; If 
you'd keep your word, as you said you would, We would have a big house and a spacious 


farm. | 4. My love is not black, and he is not yellow, He is fit to be girded with the gold of the 


3. When I go down to the drinking-house, 


king. 


the love of my heart. 


He has two white hands and smooth slender cheeks, 


And no flower’s in the garden like 


The above version of this song was given to me by the late John Glynn, 
of Tuam, and was published by him some years ago in the “Tuam Herald.” 
I am indebted to Miss Maggie Hession for the air. 

For variants see “An tireds,” p. 7 and p. 11; “Love Songs of Connacht,” 
p. 28; Joyce’s “ Ancient Irish Music,” p. 19. 


The following interesting version 
Mr. Martin Burke of Abbey, Tuam, Mrs. 


1. Tiocpard An pampsd spur pappard on Fedyi, 

ó'T Tiocpaid no owulleabaip ap Bapparb no 
scpioob. 

Tiocpard mo spdo-ya Le bána an Lae, 


ór reinnrío ré pope Aine oi Lee. 


2. Ni’?L mo spdd-pa oub aguy mí U ré burde. 
ip riú é 00 Geangail Le hón an qi0§. 
GA omm caol cailce aise if méayo min’, 


ó'T ní L póraí 1 ngZdipoin map $1véo mo Cyorve. 


8. TA ceac Leanna inp an mbaile Goarg Tall, 

inp an Áirc A Scomnuiseann(T) mo húihnín 
bán. 

Cá bean eile aise 1 ngpeim & 04 Lath ; 

’S nac bruil flor 45 00 Cporde 1ptig Sur 
cpdrote Acáiin, 


of the song was given to me by 
Hession and Miss Mary Conway :— 


4. Ip thus Fan mire 1 mo thargoin 615, 
phais Fan mire 1 mo tiaigoin 615. 

1 mo thaigoin 615 ni bérd mé so oeo 

N6 so bróra19 ubLa ap svdapcarb bo. 


5. 


ip shuais Fon mre ’p mo thile pron 
inp an b1t naé baogal coroce nó so veo, 
1 sCúise Laigean nó 1 SConnose CLáin 


nó 5 bóivo Luinge AS oul so Ameip1ocs. 


6. Mo Bydn op on bedinygse, ip i cé Ldn, 

17 í “cá a5 oul 1018, mé 'r mo múinnín bán. 

Siublpard mire SLeannta asur cnocáin dpno’" 

Spur veathan fea o porpar mé so brpáisío 
mé bdr. 


7. CÁ an otoce reo pliué agur CÁ TÍ fuan, 
Asup cd pia’ bAIpug ap mo Opuim Fo cpuaro— 


Ni pacard mire & Baile yf ni pacard mé AR” 9. Ip Dear an buacaillin é Fpdo mo Cyorve, 
SHAN Naé aoibinn v0’n pobal & océiseann ré Tp. 
nó so ScA1C10 mé An 01067 1 mbánac Le mo Cá réan 6 thuine op asuf Sparc 6 Core, 
. Spso coir cuain. &éc bon ap m' atop & pinne pplaburve 
: Ee Ponts 7 ; 101. 
8. TA Spdsd 00 m’ V4101 45am 17795 1m 
€noroe, 
'S ar mearA liom mo métaipin na mná 0? 10. & óuirLe asur & Cumainn Sean! 
c-paosail. ip Leas Acaill mé mo éLt sv bye, 
THIF mé Ap Pao 140 Sup mo Cdipvoe saoil As piubal coir báince aguy coillte syvo, 
Asup poacaro mé cap pdile Le gspns0_ mo ACT TUANUPS afi mo thuipnin niop Feao mé o 
€no1oe. geasa. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. Summer will come, and the grass will grow, And the leaves will come on the tops of the 
trees, My love will come at the bright dawn of day, And will play me a tune as he well can 
do. | 2. My love is not dark, and he is not yellow, He is fit to be girded with the gold of the king. 
He has a white shining waist, and tapering fingers, And there is no flower in the garden like the 
love of my heart. | 3. There is an alehouse in that village beyond, At the place where my bright 
love has his abode. He has another woman enfolded in his arms, And does not your heart 
know how I’m distressed? | 4. A pity it is, ’m no more a young maiden, A pity it is, I’m no more 
a young maiden, No more a young maiden will I ever be, Till apples grow on the horns of a 
cow. | 5. It’s a pity that IT and my thousand treasures Are not in some place where no danger 
comes; In the province of Leinster, or in county Clare, Or on board ship on our way to 
America. | 6. My grief on the sea, it is it that is full, And it rolls between me and my darling 
fair. I shall roam through the glens and up the high hills, And no man will marry me till the 
day of my death. | 7. Damp is the evening, and chilly and cold, And it pours down upon me 
heavy and sore; I'll not go home, and no visit will I make Till I spend the night of to-morrow 
with my love by the bay. | 8. I have love for my father within my heart, And my mother is 
dearer to me than the women of the world; But I will forsake them and my relations too, 
And ll fly o’er the sea with the love of my heart. | 9. A handsome little boy is the love of my 
heart. How happy for the people with whom he abides! On him Mary showers her favours and 
Christ His grace; But sorrow be on my father who made of me a slave. | 10. Pulse (of my heart) 
and my short-lived affection! With you I lost my good name for evermore. I walked by the 
meadows and the woods high (above me), But trace of my love I could nowhere obtain. 


16.—ssib OF ruso. 
(LITTLE RED SALLY.) 


Sung by Miss Maceie Hesston, 



















































































ai = 66 Belclare, Tuam. 
Mixo-Lydi d on agen woe 
iwo-Lydian mode eae ll ae. 
a> WEE Se ge a ee Nee i a ERIE Senroicw” 
ERs is DETR DES Re ee ee Set Re CeO sae eg 
GS a Bae — oes. 
1 Hee mhin om ás Miine é mho sal: 45 oul le cannai-ín An 
pees es ee 2 ee me 
fe ee 2 al 
E SN 8.6 (ae gee ag NN Ras a Re N 
gia Oe “ee Nee tease an ieminy inves Ro Om Gaal eae 3 
Far- ats, 5 Sol’pas san - - CA181L pas oéanath bróin ; ós o1leathaine mo 
-—---a- TIT: —— — RNaIT—— — ee 
iis ese, Lae np Yemen ELS Neva ray Nase Stree Seios I Ser ~ fae Mice ase Uys 
. ——@ Fa o.-— (@) Meee Csr, o— +4 — 
= I— ——-—-— a i ÚHESIESGHEAN SS SESGSSSA SE Ca oe Fea Riú 
sonraí his 
Leaba - SR kee oe) dp = = bac án mo 
ae 1 SENSE SHEISNEINTSETISHHEIBHSHHEISHNNTHEESHHEEAN SS nEST SS seana ea sm 
ee ee — 
ae —\-—-\ =! ee ——\— anaes 
pees. Si, Caer Nee ag “Ae eae oe gy Fae ree — Nh eS eet 
ee ee ee ee ee ge ee ee 
Sieg? a0 s taeek Coe SS SSS g-- as ‘N a 
Láimhe -e 'Sganmpú An Groom bainn - e ’sam a bednpainn — “ó. 
2. NPL mé aéc so cnet Las, 1, Ah, pity me, Mary, 
ní 'L san 04 féanao, Poor tramp in lone places, 
ni’L mé an aon con, acc MA\ An sceo. Weeping and sorrowing and making moan ; 
"TS Ful mo Enorde speis And rocking my babe, 
D4 pilt “n-a bhaoncaib, My arms for a cradle, 
'S & 014, cé an c-1on5nA0 1 Noa mo Sail’ But no milk for his mouth ean my money afford. 


{ues ES 
015° IAO, Capi : 
© 2. I am fainting with weakness, 


No use to conceal it, 

My strength is dissolving like mists that fly. 
From my heart in its beating 

Blood trickles like tear-drops, 

What wonder, my God! for my Sally who died 


3. Mo snáo, v0 béilín 
Nop cum na bhéasa, 


"Sup 00 théin veap, nae parb 45 bean Le 


rátáil. 3. Sweet mouth had my maiden, 
'Do 04 cíé ELégeaL’ No lies ever shaping, 
Le vo Leand bán a bnéasao, And a manner unmatched among women for 
& poop, ní pero liom cú cobainc ó'n Stace, 
mb ép. And breasts white and shapely 


For her child’s soft allaying. 


But my love could not save her from death 
and the grave. 


( ol ) 


4, 04 bpórainn 4, Had I been the suitor 

Do éailleaé Endnoa, Of a hag without beauty, 

Toispead a Ldn onm & Beit as oul 1 n-a Small wonder they'd blame me for paying her 
D1A10. court. 

Sét mo cailin beds vey But fresh as the dew-drops, 

& 'ocus mé snó0 Vi, Was Sally, my true love, 

ósuT Supvin a pdipoin ’p ead puarp mé 1. Who came in her youth a bride to my home. 

5. in avoir 4 Té DEAS 5. Oh, was it too soon, then, 

’S edd uain mé céin fj, At sixteen to woo her, 

dn bean an Leis mé Léice mo pin so h-ós. Who lit in my young heart love’s secret flame? 

ACT & TTOIP\ mo óLéibe, Dear heart of my bosom, 

'S cú 'o'fás Liom réim mé, *T was fate I should lose you, 

dsur cuard ’pa Scné uaim 100 Carlin ós. Who slipped from me soon to your home in the 

clay. 

6. D'reánn Liom so mép-mhén 6. I'd rather go roaming 

"Mo 01410 ’pa’ pd 4, With you on the roadways, 

Bert as bleagan mo bó-ín, nó 1 mbun mo Or have you at home with me milking my cows, 
TISe, Than the king’s store of gold for 

nd parobpear Seóinre The dower of an old one; 

Np é  Pasarl Le ronóinre; But alas! ’neath the sod lies my love in her 

"S Sup paor na pdoa1b a cup, mé Spdd mo shroud, 
€cno16e. 


This song is known all over Connacht, and has been familiar to me in this 
form for many years, but I never heard this particular air from any but the 
Hession family. They learned it from their grandmother, each member of 
the family singing it with slight variations. It would seem to be based on 
the air, No. 17, No Duacoilli Ddna, to which a song ascribed to Raftery is 
sometimes sung. I give one verse of the song as I heard it from Miss 
Bridget Forde, Sylane, ‘Tuam. (For complete song see Hyde’s “ Abpdin on 
Reaéttipe,” p. 194.) 

For other variants of song and air see Nos. 71 and 72. 

Some of the verses were also given me by Martin O’Brien, N.T., Belclare, 
Tuam; and by Mrs. O’Connell, N.T., Gardenfield, Tuam. 

See also “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 70. 


( 92.) 
=e DHACAILÚL bána 
(THE WHITE BOYS.) 


| Sung by Miss Bripcrt Forpg, 






































pai. Sylane, Tuam. 
aa in Ah al Be eT ee UUNIHINH CSiéiisa 
a= i B seans seisioe eo 
ia acra seana ai ais 2 cé pm oi Ma or 
: . -&8- 27” oi 
1. & Vonncsd Optin, ir vear vo Epattpinn Lam Lest, ain ni Le 








As TA meereesl We Sannin. Waa bas See ao Vee ee 
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-@- -@- ig mae, aa oe m= —— 4 gam sis 

spsd ouit, Acc Le fonn vo Sabáil, CeansLocainn man ti Le pd-po 

oe ee eke SN ARAE Cu Ray Taw Sh ee PGE eee oe 

SS SS SS SINN ES SS SS Sssanss Éis 

(a sii a ig chraic seas eee I 

SHE SES iegetn SU Oa gee me 
cndib - e, ASur euiipinn ano | “apini in oo —bols mon. 

TRANSLATION. 


O, Denis Brown, ’tis nicely I would shake hands with you, And not out of love for you, but 
with desire to take you; I would tie you up with a hempen rope, And I would drive my spear 


through your big paunch. 


18.—bean An c-searouine. 
(THE OLD MAN’S WIFE.) 


| Sung by Mrs. Hession, 
e = 6 Belclare, Tuam. 
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1. (O) TISEACT S-n14p\ Ó DA ana To0m, | 706 mil ee "Mac On 
ee Ss 

rigs eae NN ie N oer go oe eee SE Nema 

: SEAS eae Dre Ne em oe woe ee ke ge Face phy Uy ae ale aa Oe 
eat mer ea Ma fa ee ee aa = 

sclan, C1d cAf - 40 OM ACC coil - in eh, sur 
CEM. EEA, Ween Es A OTE OWA EU] PER eee oe 
PACE RLM NEALE SSI Nee um coe wl rae oe A 

SEEN NEAT ESL Ne A A PERE OES si ee a Sen y Secs Shean hy 
Te ao aay SS — “— = = 
SC —— A —— F emm pam - — 

4 AN d oiall - aro áin An cur - 4 bean an 

Be auiN sg A Sie ee NST ei pence | eee es 

a ee eee ne 
c-rean - uin - - - e? ite mé, mo cénesé’pmo énso! "S04 

Pe RE Re eee rAiH paeeea SS ame Pease re ey 

| cá cee a a or a om NEE SEN Serre 
Se ee 0 ee Oe a cés 

oe 6 ay 


mbéinn-pe blisdain’mo éoth-nurdeleip, Tí tiub - painn 06 - pan spo. 


( 95.) 


a Aves Dpdén an mo muinnein Ae 0’ élpad sini dip ; 
& por mé com h-ós ; ó T naé mbéad ré com mat Leac, 
Por T1&0 Leip an reanouine mé & feanouine, 
Man Seall ap cúr La bo. Nusin & Déao na póircí mop? 
Mile b'reann Liom asam 
Duacaillin ves ós, 5. eirean: mm ÁR carlin oen TPayay min Tu, 
& TIOCPFAD 1PTeAE AP Maron Sp 50 bruit ott 5c "pan OL, 
Asur béanrao 'Am-TA pos. Ir sesnh 4 meinreor SINFSeEdV] OUT 


No vo fealbsinin bó. 


ór rappuisim an 0147p an Mure, 
3. Cipean: A pnsacoesp an rean mbaile mé, eae i ! : I 
Me ah i w Mapa maiunn beo aóc blíaoain 
ni7L otal am ’ran ol ; Ee ae 
ner 2 i So brercpeao 45 1411410 'oéince 
TS béar níor reann nd yin asam né 
, . , á cu, 
ó Bnedspod carlin ós. a Fin : 
ee ; ee ó'T 06 mALa an 00 onuim. 
Saocnócainn adn agup TACAÍ 01, 


Cnuicneacc AT eonna hon : 
! : : i ! . 5 a 6. Ire: Mile b’fednp Liom a5 t1anparo 
Zen po014, ndnb Feapp OUiTAS aT me . 
ne. aes I 'oéince, 
NAé wéic ve DuacaiLL ór, ; ie t 
ó'T mo mÁLA ap mo ónuim, 


TÁ v0 Leicéro ve feanouinin 


4. ire: mile b’fedpp Liom agam ó beac "ra mbaile cinn. 
An buacaillin 'oear 65, Man filpinn map’ noéants aéc 
Nac Leigread óuis an oaippeann CATACT, 
mé Naé mapped bliadain beo, 
AT baimbín (?) an mo Byporg, ó T leis ve vo éuro reampáin 
ó béanrao 45 Teac on Leanna tearc. liom, 
mé d Siolla an eánráin móin ! 
TRANSLATION. 


1. Coming over from the town of Balla, Just two miles outside Clare, Whom should I meet 
but a pretty girl, Seated on her saddle high? “ Are you the wife of the old man?” “TI am,’tis 
my grief and woe. And if I were living a year with him, I would give him love no more. | 
2. Sorrow be on my people Who married me so young; They wedded me to an old man For 
the sake of land and kine. A thousand times Id rather ‘To have a nice young boy, Who would 
come to me in the morning And greet me with a kiss.” | 3. “ Am I not a nice man in a home? I 
have no taste for drink, And a far better trait than that I have To win a young girl’s heart. 
I'd provide bread and potatoes for her, Wheat and barley galore (in plenty), And surely I am 
better for you Than a spendthrift of a boy.” | 4. ‘A thousand times would | prefer To have a 
nice young boy, Who would not allow me to go to Mass With patches (?) on my boots. 
Who would bring me to an ale-house And spend his guineas of gold; And surely he’d be as 
good as you, old man, When the children would grow up.” | 5. “ If you are a girl of that kind, 
And have a taste for drink, It’s short money would last you Or your little herd of kine. 
And I pray to God and Mary, Should I only live a year, That I yet may see you begging, 
With your bag upon your back.” | 6. “AA beggar’s life I'd much prefer, With my bag upon my back, 
Than to have a little old man like you Forever sick at home. For I should think when you 
only coughed That you wouldn’t live a year, So cease your nagging me henceforth, Gillie of 


the wheezing cough!”’ 
F 


( 


This air is an inferior version of “MA ni Syn0bte, 
sung to me by Mrs. Hession, Belclare, Tuam. 


Mrs, McDermot, Doogra, Tuam. 


) 


” No. 10. It was 
I got some of the words from 


19.—neLli & CARAID. 
(NELLY, MY FRIEND.) 





Sung by Mrs. Horan, 
Milltown, Tuam. 
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-nine. spn mo Ccéav fearic, 


2. S a’ Muine, Céapor0o Veanpap mé 4 


mbAnac, 
Nuasipn nAC breicpeso mo Spd 4’ TeacT aman, 
San cuthacc agam w1geaés1 n-d L4Taip, 


Le méao ’y bí eaopiainn apiath ? 

Nusip 4 pmaonuigim ap PUOPNsd ’p ap Frode 
Asup spi oineaé 00 04 Lath 4 bi rol, 
Tucpid mé 1 Lionn-oub a’p 1 noóLár, 

ó'T caoinfid mé so Leon “oo 01410. 





-@- 
SAOIT 5 > Nusa & ymaon - - uses - a - 
——___ — 
- SIE Bess Be Neen 
Ue pete SF oe eee ee Ne 
tia! 
Bain mé - - an Copy-thésp ve’n alt viom,. 


3.’S odmbéinn-re’mo Luge an mo Leabard 

Seact peactmhaine, pdaite, nó mi, 

'S aon pds athdin a FAs AiL ó mo Nelli, 

Cósrao ré an bnón acá 1 mo Eporde. 

'S an tnuaig Leac mo tuamba 4 bet cance, 

nó mo Ccothnsa Deis 04 Seanpoad AS no 
paoip, 

nó ap maroin mo Ends 5 TPUALL & Bartle, 

'S ns buacailli veay’ as oul poor ? 


4, Cuard mé apéin 45 Teo€ on TOPPatth 5. d’p bud maic an feap Large “r pean plus- 

Inp an dit nac pai’ eolar opm ann ; poio’ mé, 

Surd mé pior ap ceann Tcóil ann, Bi com oes ap 61015 "sur ap Pdb, 

38 Bi cailín vear ós Le mo taord. Sépad na punainne 074 bualad 

Nuaip & pmsaonuisim apd’ pope ’p An 15 e, ó Guippesd an éluain apn no mndrb. 

SLac mé so mon-thait an speann, Bi pin inp an mbunad bud ual vom, 

‘S$ 0’S h-aithdeoin, 0’ AN N0615, 45 Tese 0’ Beis "mo Ouin’-uws4pal com puapaé a’p acdim. 
cónnoóim, Leis ve 00 Cu10 pavaipesco’ anoi, d buacaill, 

Cuir mé an CLuain in 4 ceann, ó T cabaip00 beannséc so buan ‘v0 namndib. 

TRANSLATION. 


1. When I had risen up one Wednesday morning, (Alas! I made no sign of the Cross.) I 
walked between Galway and Breaffey (Woe to him who kneels not down to God). I pulled off 
my coat and my underwear, And let the wind blow through my limbs. When I thought again 
of my first love, I tore my ring-finger from the joint. | 2. But,O Mary! what shall I do to-morrow, 
When I see not my love draw near? And I have not courage to go to her, On account of what 
came between (us). When I think of the mirth and the laughter And the kindness ever flowing 
from your hands, I shall fall into melancholy and sorrow, And weep copious tears for your 
sake. | 3. And if I were lying in my bed For seven weeks, a quarter, or a month, To get but one 
kiss from my Nelly Would lift all the sorrow from my heart. And does it not grieve you that 
my grave is made, That the boards of my coffin are being measured, That my bier shall come 
home to-morrow Supported on the shoulders of the boys? | 4. I went last night to the corpse- 
house, Ina place where I was quite unknown, I sat myself down on a stool there With a 
nice young girl at my side. When I think on the sport and youth’s pleasures, [How] I took 
my full share of the fun! And in spite of her, forsooth, at the corpse-house, I instilled a sweet 
charm in her mind. | 5. A good man I was with spade or shovel, Just as expert with the axe or 
the saw, A good warrant to thresh the sheaves (of barley), And the fancy of the women I could 
gain. My people had that in them, and ’twas kind for me, To be as little of the idler (gentle- 
man) as lam. So leave off your chatter for the present, boy, And saya long farewell to the 
women. 


I got the air and words of this song from Mrs. Hoban, who has helped 
me so much with this whole collection. This and most of her other songs, 
she tells me, she learned in her youth from her uncle, Martin Fleming, a 
tailor, who lived near Irishtown, Co. Mayo. It is manifest that the verses 
have been corrupted in the transmission. 

For variants of this song see “Atimdin Clainne Saevdeat,” Dap alice 
“Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 23; and “fion Cléippeaé no héineann,” 
p. 46, edited by the late T’. O'Neill Russell. ‘’he song was taken down by 
him from a Mayo man in Chicago. See also “ Siampo on Seino,” Delis: 
Yeon Ot Uiveos, hy 10. 


20-—MAVOIN POSiINad kh. 


(ONE AUTUMN MORNING.) 
| Sung by Miss Katir McGatu, 
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OF ee eee omc fea sil PLS 
edn - 4, "Sup IO AR) me chi pos-in Oo (oom 1h 7 m0 cove. 
2. Ó, buaéaillin ós mé 4. dt cS pul asam 6 Cyiorc(a) 
TS bnac an Oul 4’ pdpad, Nac brásaro mé bap Cordée, 
d’p ní déanpard mé aon Cothnurde So mbid mé 'r mo titan-pa 
So bears thé mo tion. Ap Leabard éLúcac rínce. 
So bills cupa & róin ní L m10 an bic níor áilne 
& T 00 malas ní pórrainn, TÁ an Snian ap Cinn cSáile, 
So ríncean in pan sciLL mé, ACT An poral seal slégeal 
'S tip ór mo Cionn. A Bapprarb ns oconn. 
3. 0, mire cá bpdnac, 5. Map pin 4 bi mo Epndso-pa 
'S mé a5 pubal Tio na móince, Le sale o’r Le bnesstacc, 
TA AN aippuny Fo chom choin ACT A Tha1pZoin Citin Dainníos ain, 
ós oul Tpio mo Lan, ip Leac a Gail mé mo c4All, 
Nuaip & CÓuimnísim ap an mbotan May 1p mye acs pior 
Dí mé as oul 'r mo thian-pa ; Leip an bpórao pin a óéanaih, 
6&6c cá Tí dF fean eile porta, Ni co'oLócaro mé aon o1dée, 
ó mic Muipe, noc chuas! &óc pion Leip an mbnón. 


TRANSLATION. 

1. One fine dewy morning, As I set out, in the Autumn, Who should meet me on the road, 
But the bright love of my heart? When I gazed on her shoes, My tears began to trickle, And 
I asked for three small kisses From the darling of my heart. | 2.Oh! I’m a young bouchal (swain) 
Who thinks of getting married, And T’ll make no rest anywhere Until my love I find. Till 
you return, my treasure No other (maid) I'd marry, Till I lie in the churchyard With the clay 
above my head. | 3. Oh! great is my sorrow As I walk through the low lands, The keen pang 
of longing Goes right through my heart, As I think of the pathway Where my love and I 
rambled. But, she’s wedded to another, Ah! more’s the pity, me! | 4. But with Christ’s help 


IT m hoping, That death will never take me, Till I and my darling Rest on a downy bed. 
There’s nothing more lovely Than the sun above Kinsale, But the bright sparkling posy On 
the top of the wave. | 5. Such was my darling In beauty and in splendour, Ah! mild queenly 
maiden, With you I lost my sense. For now I am downcast Through the making of that 
marriage, The night has no sleep for me But grief for evermore. 


‘his song has been recorded from the singing of Katie McGath, a young 
girl from Liskeevy, near Tuam. She tells me she learned it from 
Mrs. Connolly, who died some years ago, and who, from all I hear, must 
have been a very fine singer. Hardiman, in his “Irish Minstrelsy,” published 
in 1831, attributes it to Carolan, but Professor O’Maille,in his volume on 
Carolan (Irish 'Lexts Society, vol. xvii, p. 209), says it is “obviously not one 
of Carolan’s.” It is known also as “ Dyig10 ni MdiLte.” 


DPE "OUIC Ce. Nees ORsIG: 


(FAIRS’ COUNTRY.) 
Sung by Miss Karim McGarr, 
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2. &’p bud binne liom í naoi n-udrpie, 4, Ory 17 FAOS mé inp an 417 feo, 

Tt Cart pi peal ag pubal liom, Le blusdain móin fav’ asup p\41Te, 

NA cuac Sy Dánn na cpaoibe AT níon TAin1c mo $náo an Cu2ihc cusam, 
'S Lonoub Le mo taorb. ó'T mé an mo Leabard cinn. 

Dud binne liom í ná cLáinreac, Nac chue$ Leac mé 00 mo bnhéacao 

T14 pLúce an Taleb bdna, &'T an sppangy tpid mo taorb dei, 

Nd cerleabaip na n’eala ip áilne d’p nse FoLLaraó p&o1 an paogal reo, 

AS oul Tan na TonneTa pian. Sup Leis mé Leac mo nún ? 

9. &'T ní buan mé an mo plaince 5. d&ét b'feánn Liom-pa mo than 454m 
D4 bpdsad cups, & 566 Dáin, San bó san f2unne san caoyug, 


Tá raíobnear snánoa ap an cT40$0L reo 
'S mé 4 bravo ó Connoae an CLáin 


Sp ní mart ná maoin nd CAO1]15, 


Nd cLú or comain na nosoine, ; CA oe : : 4 

fá nr op DiS eile paoi an paogal pee, : . . . : . 

fíon tug mé TAIN Af 414V0. s & Ó 5 5 t 
TRANSLATION. 


1. Were I to own the Fairs’ country, And it all to be together, You would be my desire if I 
could (have you), My share of the world, my treasure. Your two white beautiful hands, Be- 
stowing on God’s poor all around. And may the good you do live ever for you, Oh! daughter of 
John from the Glen. | 2. And I would think her nine times sweeter When she spent a time 
walking with me, Than a cuckoo on top of the branch, Or a blackbird by my side. I would 
think her sweeter than a harp, Or a flute in meadows fair, Or the melody of the loveliest 
swans, Going over the waves to the west. | 8. And I would not be long in health I you should 
leave me;'my fairloye'). . “17 2 And it is not goods, or wealth, or flocks, Or reputa- 
tion before the people, Or anything else in this world, That ever I paid heed to. | 4. For Iam 
long in this place, A great long year and a quarter, And my love did not come to visit me 
While I was sick in bed. Do you not pity me, perishing With the pains on my right side, 
And is it not clear to the world That I gave you my love? | 5. But I would prefer to have my 
love Without cow, or coin, or sheep Than ugly riches of this world, And I far from the 
County Clare. on oc) (Aaegres aaa 


This song also has been recorded from the singing of Katie McGath, who 
learned it from Mrs. Connolly, Liskeevy, Tuam. Unfortunately she was 
unable to remember all the words, and it is clear that those recorded are a 
much-corrupted version of the original. I believe the “ Fairs’ Country ” (not 
the “ Powers’ Country,” as some have understood it) is the district near 
Hollymount, Co. Mayo. ‘Vhe late Major Rutledge Fair was a member of 
this family. 





( 89 ) 


0 = NeLuieoo 1): 


(FAIR NELLY.) 


Sung by the late miéedtl Dneacnac, 
Inverin, Spiddal. 
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2. Dd mbeo Líom-ra Pontumnsa 
Asup baile Loca Rabe, 
Luimneac San cunntasy, 

'S taps timéeall BO L-á -Claac ; 
& 00 thuinneip-pe 4 promnfinn 

& Leac aguy 04 Ty14n, 

An cunncap & bert 1 0Tuaim Leac 


Lá pane “sur bliavdain. 


3. ní Gainncedéainn ap mo Gapalt, 
An mo 014LLa10 ná ap mo Pian, 
N& apn pdipcini an palcanatp (?) 
& mbiodmu1d Ann 4 FIADAE 5 

nd an a noveacard ve b410 

Ó Sarana tap róile Le blisdain, 
M4 éainnamgmid an Lá to 

dp mnd1b veara Loéa Rrabac. 








u'o 








2 . , . . . 
Omndib vesr-a Loé- 4 Riabarg. 


4. Tabsip mo beannaéc-ra so Connaccaib, 
Map ip ann 4 Biod an Speann, 

Asup Cugat-poa pein a Hpndo Fil, 

nac breicprd mé so bp de. 

ón compdsd tro bi eaoainn 

a5 oul anonn pluab bán na otom, 

'S Supab í an cTSionainn thon óons Duit muro 
& bi Lán so bnuac nomainn. 


5. Ó "sur chuas Séan ndn coilLeab mé, 
ómuis ap an pliab, 

"San áic & mbéad mo Endtha 

Le piocad a5 an bpiac, 

Sul dap cuis mé 1 nó Leac, 

& Bpuinneall na nseaL-cíoc ; 

'S so mb'fednn Le 00 mhdacaipin 

Nac breicreao rí mé ’pra4th, 


Uae) 


TRANSLATION. 

1. And oh! fair Nelly, you are my love, You’re the bright pulse of my heart; Lay my hand 
on your white neck, Or I will not live a month. I would swim the (river) Suir with you, And 
the mighty Shannon after you, For on that day you took the palm From the pretty women of 
Loughrea. | 2. Were I to own Portumna And the town of Loughrea, Limerick without 
account, And all around Dublin, Among your people I'd divide Its half and its two-thirds, 
For the sake of being in Tuam with you For a long day and a year. | 3. I would not speak 
about my horse, About my saddle or bridle, Nor of the fields of enmity (?) In which we used 
to hunt, Nor of all the boats that travelled In a year from England across the sea, If we 
should speak on that day Of the pretty women of Loughrea. | 4. Take my blessing to Connacht, 
For there used to be the fun, And to yourself, my bright love, Whom III never see again. The 
talk that passed between us Going over the white mountain of the thickets, And ’twas only the 
Shannon restrained us, That was full to the very brink. | 5. My bitter grief that I did not die 
Away out on the mountain, The place where my bones would lie To be picked by the raven. 
Before I fell in love with you, O maiden of the white breasts: And your mother too would much 
prefer That she’d never see me more. 

I learned this song many years ago from my very dear friend Micedl 
Dneacnaó, Inverin, Spiddal, who passed his brief life, first as Secretary to 
the Gaelic League of London, and afterwards as Ayo Ollat (chief Professor) 
in the Irish College in Partry, Co. Mayo. I well remember the occasion on 
which I noted it down; it was one cold winter night on the journey back 
from Woolwich to London, where a party of us had gone, in our enthusiasm, 
to try and start a branch of the Gaelic League amongst the colony of Irish- 
men living there. It was late, it was cold, and we were hungry; but we 
were young, and our spirits were high; and the hot baked potatoes we had 
bought from a barrow, on our way to the station, to warm our hands, served 
afterwards to appease our appetites, only we had forgotten to beg a bit of 
salt ! 

We had a carriage to ourselves, and we whiled away the time in singing. 
This song was Micedl’s contribution. 

Another scene stands out in my memory, a few years later—all too few— 
a dreary November day on the long stretch of road, beside a grey sea, from 
Galway out to Inverin, where to the wailing of the pipes and the caoining of 
the women, we laid poor Miéedt to rest in his own beloved Corp Foippse. 

For variants of the air see Joyce's “ Irish Folk Music and Song,” p. 247, 
and “ Ancient Irish Music,” p. 30. Three verses were given with translation 
in “ An Irish Anthology,” by Psopaic mac P1417, in the “ Irish Review,” 
June, 1911. 

See also “An Cedl Sive,” p. 80. 

Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 117. 
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(MARY BROWN.) 








Sung by Miss Bripcer Lonan, 
Sylane, Tuam. 
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2. 'Oúbainc mé’n méto peo a’p mé 'cóhnáo 
Léice— 

“4p cu mo céaso-reane 4’P7 TOSS mo rol ; 

d’r ni beo 00 01010 mé, a’p nd Dean mé 
THEISPINT, 

ó'r ba cóin OUIT Ealdgad liom, & MAdipe 


Bpntn.”’ 


3. ip carlin bnedg f a ocuZ mé Gnd 01, 

d’p ní cumann sedpp é má bim-re beo, 

mas bím so pioppurde 'cabaine mile plan oi, 
ór ed Hpnsd 45 & Lán uil map “cé rí cóin. 


4. ’Sit0 i an plannods ¢uaip héim no h-óice, 
TA mear Le fagail aici & T cperveathaine 


thói— 


dézr 0’ aithdeoin áine “beac bravo ó Lácain, 


DEé1D rí as an mbáine ap an Tuploé Mon. 


5. ’Siv0 1 an tTred10in De thna1b na Ldo0L~, 
ip múince mánla Salann si an crlige, 

d’p & ractarge óis-feal o'1appr i Lé pórao 
Man ba ‘thatch’? ai rpósnao 4 LE cup a 
sce. 


6. Ni snrdean pi mdpodil nd speann o 
cosbail, 

d’p níon fe aon 0618 innce Le n-a cup 07S 
rlige, 

ACT 04j\ BMF mo cdmpdrd, a Enorde san 
'oóLáAr, 


Sup rear San eoLur naé ronncócaA0 í. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. There’s a bright, pretty girl to whom I paid court, On the crag on this side of Annaghdown. 
Her kindly disposition appears on her face, And her bright, shining cheek like the blossom of 
the apple. | 2. Thus much I said when I was conversing with her: “You are my first love and 
the choice of my eyes; I shall not live after you, and do not desert me; You ought to elope 
with me, O Mary Brown.” | 3. She is a charming girl with whom I fell in love, And no brief 
affection shall it be if I live; For I’m ever wishing a thousand blessings to her, And very many 
love her, for she is virtuous. | 4. She is the young plant that took sway in the place, And is held 
in esteem and great credit: But even though Mary is far away from me, She will be at the 
match in Turlochmore. | 5. She is the little jewel of the women of Fodla; Polished and stately 
she goes along the road; And many are the young men who asked her in marriage, For she 
would be a splendid match with whom to settle down. | 6. Nor does she take pride or pleasure in 
it, No bias there is found in her to turn her from her way; But indeed upon my word, O heart 
devoid of sorrow, He’d be a senseless man who would not her desire. 


This song was composed by the poet Patrick Callanan, of Carheenadivane, 
near Craughwell, Co. Galway. He was a contemporary of Raftery, and is 
_ responsible also for another fine song “ Sedsgon  thic mo Comapyun,” which 
is sung to the same air as “ Diisroín Beupos,” No. 30. It was sung to me by 
Bridget Lohan, a young girl from Sylane, Tuam, who learned it from her 
mother. The words are as printed in the “Tuam Herald” by the late John 
Glynn. J got another version from Mrs. McDermot, Doogra, Tuam, which is 
practically the same. 

The móire Dún, here extolled, was a celebrated beauty. She was the 
ereat-grandmother of the late Mr. Frank Hugh O’Donnell, sometime M.P. 
for Galway Borough. 

In his poem on MAipie Stanton, Raftery says: “I have left the branch 
with her, away from Méipe Dyin.” 

In his note on the song, John Glynn says:—“‘I wrote it down about 
twenty years ago from a son of the composer. Callanan was a bardic rival 
of Raftery, and both are having their long sleep within a few perches of each 
other in the old cemetery of Killeeneen.” 

The air is reminiscent of “Méip’ ni €rdin.” Another version of this song 


is in “Siampo on Sehr,” p. 20. 


24_mAirne ni thons4in. 
(MARY MONGAN.) 


Sung by Miss Maceiz Hesston, 
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4. Ip mac San cumann cú anoir, oan Liomya, 

Noe oT1Feann an cusypic Cugam 0’o0100’ ná 
oe La, 

A Cait THI háite Fan sit Foc’ 1omean 

'S & Guard 1 Scontabaipc Leac 0106’ an báir. 

Cus mé psoil ours agur beasán roglum’ 

Do hein mo Comacta may funne Ao b'feann, 

'S nac beag a $o1LLear mo $salna oubac ont 


Cébi cuise 45 & mbíonn cú ann. 
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5. Cá bpuil cluais 1 néinmn aóc mac ap 
mAtaipi 

& Beit ag oul 1 Deán op & Géile corde’, 

d& 0’ Feil so cnearca é Fan Sut san náine 

Fuoilt biad asur annlann maic slan 074 
cionn, 

Ae fat apie ; even 

May é on b4r & Clip omm. ’p 4 O'f4s5 pao 
Opiamh mé, 

Map ipiomos an Seall maic 4 éuip né 4 scrll, 

'S pun D'é an rponcúin veipeannac & bi o'á 
Banp &m, 


Sup Seal mo Geann apur Sun dub mo cyorve. 


6.’S naé beas a ngoilleann mo galpa oubaé 
dN, 

'S & Liacta byron as Sabail Ti mo énorde; 

Cáinic Tinneap opm ip Carll mé mónán, 


'S nil Luac na cónna “Sam anor, papaop! 


Ae 


ni hé pin ir meara liom, nd én&rd so mon mé 
ACT man finne mé an porad pn sip apip 3 
Dain ré an óLann vfom bi o1lce cóisce— 


TS muiusin ós opm, ”r mé so Las “na scíonn. 


7. 'S cá Dpuil cnuas 1 néimnn aóc mac ar 
MATAIN 

& oul 1 BrAn an 4 céile coróce; 

Cuaid So Sapana pan ayn Sallos 

S4n prop 4 poise acc beasán bid. 

04 mbao 1 mBaile na Cille asam & béad 00 
éndmha 

Ni bertinn com oub-cnordead nd & Leac “oo 
01410, 

Act mo cúis céav beannact Leac so yviogsaér 
nda n5Sporea, 

Nuain naó bpuil ré 1 nodn vom cú Férce dil 
cor0ce. 


8. Nac mon & $uiLea? ven 1 no1A16 4 pdipoe 

Ma fásann pé bar usits1 n-&oir 4 thi, 

'S & Liacca pohnánaé bneds Lucthay Lároin 

OF 5abail Cap parle ’p nac Bpillprd cordée. 

ní hé pin & manbuis mé 04 théao mo buard- 
piead, 

Noa yunne sual oub ve mo cj\o10e, 

&6c nil Teac mo Eapao ám Le oul an CUAING 
ann 


114 bean mo tnuarge beic ann "mo d1410. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. I had three sons who were well brought up, But it is short they remained with me, my 
hundred sorrows! They left their poor sister weeping bitterly Every Sunday, and not trying to 
Although a friendly little lad was 


But the son that was oldest, he tormented me sorely, And a month I shall 


dress herself. I hadn’t much esteem for the youngest son, 
Peter himse.f; 
hardly live with grief after them. | 2. My darling Peter, that was reared and educated And went 
away to improve himself; The neighbours loved him, while he was with me, And he was 
a good helper, outside, with John. I have a hope that he will get a safe journey And a 
great fortune from the King of Grace, Who will bring him home to me without danger, For my 
grief is great after my fair littie son. | 3. And where in Ireland is there a person more to be 
pitied [than I], After my first son, who broke my heart? Praying to God and doing alms-deeds, 
And I get no news of him, on sea or on land. When I see all the women with their families uniteds 
I lose my sight and my memory !— But I have ended my story, and have said everything, And I 


will speak no more till I go into the grave, | 4. You are a son without affection now, in my opinion, 


ea, 


Who comes not to visit me by night or by day, Who spent three quarters without rest 
bearing you, And was in danger with you on the night of death. I gave you schooling and 
some little learning, According to my power and as well as I could; And little does it affect 
you, the black disease I have, In whatever province you may happen to be. | 5. Is there anything 
so pitiful in Ireland as a son anda mother, Straying continually from each other? [1] who 
reared him kindly without pain or shame, And provided food and good clean sauce 
for him. If death has failed me, and left me in this miserable condition— For it is many a good 
promise he sent to the grave; And the last fortune I got on top of all Was that my head grew 
white and my heart black. | 6. Isn't it little my painful disease affects him, And the many 
sorrows that go through my heart? Sickness came on me, and I lost a great deal, And I haven’t 
the price of a coffin, now, alas! But that’s not what I think the worst, nor what troubled me 
most, But that I got married for a second time; It took from me the children that were fully 
reared, And I have a young family, and Iam weak on account of them. | 7. And what is more 
pitiful in Erin than ason and a mother Straying constantly from each other? He went to 
England, in the army of the foreigner, Without knowledge of his wages, except a little food. 
If I had your bones in Ballinakille I would not be as broken-hearted after you half so much; 
But my five hundred blessings with you to the Kingdom of Grace, Since it is not fated for me 
to see you again. | 8. Does not a woman weep greatly after her child If he dies at even the age 
ofamonth? And all the strong, fine, active youths Going over the sea never to return! It 
isn’t that that killed me, though great my sorrow, Nor that made a blackened coal of my heart, 
But there's no friendly house to pay a visit to, Nor a woman to pity me after my death. 


This song was sung to me by Miss Maggie Hession as she had heard her 
grandmother singing it. As she remembered only fragments of the words, 
she used the version given by Professor O’Maille in his “ Amptdin Clainne 
Ssevdeat,” p. 122, and I give it here with his kind permission. 

For another variant see Timony’s “ Gaelic Songs of the West,’ p. 60. 


OF Satin An. céd. 
(THE SONG OF THE TEA.) 


Sung by Miss Bripeer Forpse, 
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Maire, bíonn cura 1 Scdthnude 
"cup pior an An cé1, 

'S an Ld bior ré agat, ni reic- 
Tesfi d’ aD é; 

Im1t%1g Leac “'r rag cobac vam an 
maite Leac péin, 

nó mpoinnpío mé Leac feac na 
Laige ! 


Cia An t-plige td 4 ’am-pa? 
Cá bruisinn-re Out é 

ACT 45 ceangal 04 óiÍnc & naib 
ub aca “néin? 

Ruv 4 TOF cú F401 Noolais, níon 
joc tu por é 

IS TA An méav fo pStaé Fann 45 
na parpcib. 


Cá mire 074 Ceapad Sup puanacé 
an trlige 

Vert as obain ouic-re San TADS 

5 5 

0’ 4 Gionn; 

D4 OtISINN 1PpTESE AS Aon Fea 
'T cin 

a ta . 3 

Seobrainn cobac uard ’p noinne 


pdrode.”’ 


Sé o n-1appps ve obaip 1 5C41- 
teath 00 faogail 

AS caiteath cobac ip o'á Leisean 
Le saoit; 

Taipbedn anoir cá bruil 00 maic 
nó 'oo maoin 

'S naé pramrathail 00 Lón vo 


no pdipoib ? 


04 océ101nn 50 Saillith nó roin 
50 h&t-Cinn, 

Anonn so Cinn Mapa, nd ’mac 
so Tnaig-li, 

Carraroe 1 oceac ME peactihain 
no mi, 

So paotpuiginn Lusé opiop agur 
béinin. 


lire: 


8. Cipean : 


Doyle's 


10. eirean: 


11. ire: 


maire, 01mg cú ceana ipTsinic 
cu Ap, 

Ni facamap agate nóin, ppilling 
ná pisinn ; 

ling cú ap vo Leabaid “r vo 
cAobanna cinn, 


“5 an rlatodn Zo Domain 1n 00 
ie 5 


cndamaib. 


Stop 00 béal rearca, & amato 
oe fpsoill! 

nó buailprd mé buille one & 
bfurreor oo opuim ! 

&s coSA&0 pos acpann 00 Caitir 
00 faosgal; 

Dí an pairiún pin céaona AS 00 


máCc Ah. 


més GA mire 1m’ amaro ’p 50 
Bruilim 1m’ Fraoill,— 
Leine ap mo énorceann Goth oub 

Leip on oaol,— 
Diol mé 4 par’ agam so n-ioc- 
fainn an cior, 


9 mn , 9S la & . fe 
&'T pin é 0’ P45 pollath mo Lámha. 


Ruo 4 oubsint mé Leac ceana, 
& veinim Leac é, 

Mano n-éircíó cú pfeapoa Le 
sLóncaib mo béil, 

Mano propao cú Anoir “r 
Leisean 'oe?n céí 

ip seann & béar seasc: & Ao nb 
áir ! 


CÁ mé Le avd a5 comnedil an 
wipe 

'S ni cóin so breicped mo Dee 
ná mo Sperm ; 

Maps n-dLainn ap maton Lán 
TS$1LLéao 04 prginn 

ní béao bnhaon inp an scié as 
An pdiyce ! 


oe 


12, eirean: Cuard ré So Sarllith so pnérdead 13, 1pe: Bi an Ladnathain pa Sproéal an 
Le pean olige ; maroin an Loe, 
ni bruiseao ré Bert ’cainnt Leir ’S Deathan blar 4 pIHnesd a€T 
san Leac-gini burvde ; & FCuypl opi an pero; 
“Di asam “ra Sproéal ap maroin Ni veapnsd oan beipt pin acc 
014’ pv0A01N mapoo “fr bit-é1geath 
Cáim cinnte so nhéíoceó” mé an ócc ceapaim guyz caillesd nA 
cán yin.” paiyti. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. One Saturday evening when the sun was setting I saw a couple in a garden by themselves. 
The woman was noisily discoursing on tea, And the man did not like her to be talking of it. | 
2. “Now, you are always talking of tea, And the day you have it nobody sees it with you. Be off, 
get tobacco for me, for your own good, Or I’l] share with you the handle of the spade.” | 3. “ How 
can I? Where could I get it for you, But by tying two hens that had eggs last night? What 
you had at Christmas you did not yet pay for, And what I have is little enough for the children.” | 
4, “Tam thinking it is a miserable way To be working for you and getting nothing out of it; If 
I went in to any man in the country, I'd get tobacco from him and some pay.” | 5. “ All the work 
you'd ask to do, during your life, Is smoking tobacco and letting it go with the wind; Show 
now where are your goods or your means, And isnot your provision for the children amusing?” | 
6. “If I went to Galway, or east to Headford, Over to Kinvara, or out to Tralee, For a week or a 
month, I’d meet with a house Where Id earn the price of a drawers and a jacket.” | 7.‘‘Indeed! you 
went before and you returned again, And we did not see with you a crown, a shilling, or a penny ; 
You lay on your bed and your sides sore, And the cold deep in your bones.” | 8. “ Cease your talk 
henceforth, you foolish slattern, Or I'll strike you a blow that will break your back, Fighting 
and wrangling you spend your life, And the very same way had your mother.” | 9. “If I am a fool, 
and ifIama slattern, With a shirt on my skin as black as a beetle; I sold all I had to pay the 
rent, And that is what has left my hands empty.” | 10.“ What I told you already, I tell you again, 
Unless you listen henceforth to the words I speak; Unless you stop now, and leave off the tea, 
It is short you will have either house or home.” | 11. “Lam a long time keeping the house, And 
you should not notice my drink or my eating; If I should not drink every morning the full of a 
twopenny skillet, There wouldn’t be a drop in my breast for the child.” | 12. He went to Galway 
to settle with a lawyer: He couldn’t get an interview without a yellow half guinea: “ Be with 
me in Spiddal on the morning of Thursday. Iam certain I'll settle that case.” | 13. The couple 
were in Spiddal in the morning, And nothing was done but to bind them to the peace. That 
couple did nothing but mocking and reviling (one another), But I think the children died. 


This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam. The 
words are taken from a collection of the songs of Colm Wallace, a Connemara 
poet, selected and edited some years ago by the late Pops mac Prspoiy, 
and published by the Gaelic League. (See “ Athpdin Curlm ve Dailiy,” p. 4.) 
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96, -SL&n ASUS VEANNACT Le bUMDREAO AN c-SHOHAIL. 


(GOOD-BYE AND FAREWELL TO THE TROUBLES OF THE WORLD.) 
Sung by Mr. Martin Burke, 
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-long with me, Sslén  ogur beannacc Le buardpesd an t-paogail.” 
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1 Soma) if SN Sead | 
ns Parse, in sice yin, 
&sur cós40 50 cnesrtsa mé 1 OTOPsc mo Stn’ English cotton de’n páiriún acd Ds0N, 
paosatt, So, powder your hair, love, and come away ’long 
I being so airy, 6 ir é pus bad cleactaé liom, with me, 
Which made my own parents and me disagree.’ SLán asur beannact Le buardpesd on tpao- 
“mai, a cuirle, im. PTOIN, OCT 4 n-é1rTd Soil. 


liom camall 

hiss 4. “ There's an ale-house near by, asur béro- 

Id tell you a story & b’ait Le 00 Cporve, 
i i Sti muro 50 moó101n Ann, 
That I’m a young man that’s doughtily in love : othe ee: 
If you are satisfied, a Spdd0 Seal mo Cporve, 
with you, . : 
. Early next morning we'll send for a clergyman, 
And surely my heart is from roguery free.”’ Me en . 
dsup béróomío-ne ceangaile’ “'nsan-fiíor 


. : 
'0'n c-T&050L. 


3. “Go, you bowld rogue, sure you're wanting béromunro 45 OL, FAD haipfesr an T-41pFesv, 
to plater me, And then we will take the road home with all 
b'feann éan op an Láimh ná DA éan AR & speed. 
’ccpaorb. When the reckoning is paid, who cares for the 
1 have neither wheat, potatoes, nor anything, landlady ? 
ná nú an pluro Leabart & bead Tappan SLan asup beannacc Le buardpesd an 


9 eo 99 ae 3? 
pan o10ce. cpaogail. 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. . . . , asl went a walking I met witha maiden and sweet was her countenance. 
. + + I fell in love with her, And she sent a pang right through my heart. . . .. or 
what happy fit was it, That turned you into this place, bright love of my heart? . .. .« 
Good-bye, and farewell to the troubles of the world. | 2. Well, I’m a little young girl from the 
coast district, And I was honestly reared in the beginning of my life, . . . . , for sol was 
accustomed . . . . Well, my pulse and my treasure, if you'd listen to mea little, . . .. 
that would charm your heart. . . . . - . +» -|3..5. . . A birdin the hand is worth 
two inthe branch, . . . . Noras much asa blanket to be over us at night. [ will buy tea 
for you, and a fine dress in addition, A gown of English cotton of the fashion that is dear 
Good-bye, and farewell to the troubles of the world. | 4... . . . and we'll be there 
until morning, . . . . bright love of my heart; . . . . And we'll be united unknown 
to the world, We will be drinking as long as the money lasts. . . . . .. =.=. +. Good-bye, 
and farewell to the troubles of the world. 


This is an example of what, I believe, is known as “macaronic” verse, 
1.e., verse in which two languages are used alternately. Songs of the same 
style seem to have been fairly common in Munster, but I have come across 
only this one sample in the West. I learned the air from the Rev. M. J. 
Conroy, P.P., Kilmeena, Co. Mayo, and the words I got from Martin Burke, 
Abbey, near Tuam. It must have been very popular at one time in this 
neighbourhood, as all the old people remember hearing it when they were 
young, although they have forgotten 1t now. 

For variants of the air see Petrie, Nos. 1478, 1461, 1462, 1463. 
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97 —maimstirn Baile CLAIR. 
(THE ABBEY OF CLARE GALWAY.) 








Sung by Mr. Par O’NEIz1, 
Drumegriffin. 
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AON fea 


1 


He e) Clan: 


3. Man cA ps0 & 01úLcus 4d 00'n peacad, 
‘Sup & Leanmhuine na pragaltwuge ip reann, 
ACT an Fao (ó) “Tr béroesar Peavan pa Fcataoin 


béro án Scanato ’pna Brlaitip Le pásáil. 


4. dn pud únoí Toyms 1b Geana 
Feiceamuty cyiocnuisce é, 
Map Feobard 1b beannaóc 6’n pagape 


"S o'04 Sijeath veus ó Mac Oé. 


5. Cipedéard mb puap ap an ngpeallars 
Asup pacard 16 ap CLApnacard péin, 

“5 ni 06 féin o Epuinms ré an Seanad 
Aét Le cneroeathaine 00'n pobal so bse. 


6. Np naé mop an cúir ndipe '00’n pobal, 
"S & Liaccaige reap mat 4 mbaile-CLain, 
DAipcedseé Anuas? 4 beit ap an pasa, 


an T&0 ’p a bionny on c-óarfaonn 074 p40. 


7. Mp nuaip o topuiseannr an pobal AS 
cyuinniusso 

Dionn an Leacóisín cLoice as sac feap in 4 
láim 

Le cun paoi n-& n5linaib inp an ngpeallaig, 

'S vai mo óúir So mbionn opnab apn na mná. 


8. ná h-abnuisío aon proc Leip an pasayic, 

ni’L cea 5416 pu ap biz & hó, 

Map Tiocpard fé op colathain na Leabta 
a5aib 

45 cup ola oppor’ aimriín an bái. 


9. nó so rsríoba ré “par” Le n-án n-anam 
Suan 45 Rig Seal na nSpsp. 

O¢! 6 Muine Vil, céapvo 00 Déanfar muío-ne, 
'S com minic é 4 Seapannyp muro é? 


10. dn’ reap o fiubsil D’LA’-Cliat cun 
Saillith, 

. 7 ? 3 dh té 

Cape Span “sur VDeul-an-ac’-mhéin, 

tus fé on “*sway’’ vo’n obain Le reacc- 
main, 


Nac breaca né & Leicéroe for. 


11. 'S naé mains naé n-abpoésad an paroin 
unc}, 

Sin agur an 04 veicneaban veus, 

1n 6ndip 00 hdaingilab na beLaiteap, 

Sin asur 00 Spdpts Mac Vé. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Is it not a hard saying? Is not death cruel and heart-rending, That would not give me 
a half hour, or a moment of time? That the body is not worth a red halfpenny, Nor the corpse, 
when it is stretched above boards? And may the Son of Mary assist our souls If we are 
creatures who will be put astray. | 2. But I firmly and solemnly declare 


I would not put any judgment of penance On any man in Clare Galway. | 3. For 


That if I were a priest 


in the place, 


they are renouncing sin, And following the best rules of life; And as long as Peter 
is in the Chair Our friends will be found in heaven. | 4. That which you have already 
begun, Let us see that it is brought to a finish, For you will have a blessing from the priest, 
And a twelve-fold reward from the Son of God. | 5. You shall rise up from the bare gravel And 
will go (to kneel) on boards of pain (pine (?)): And it is not for himself he collected the tax. But 


for the benefit of the people for ever. | 6. And is it not a great shame for the people, 





Seeing the 
number of good men in Clare, That the rain is falling down on the priest During the time that 
he offers the Mass? | 7. And when the people begin to assemble, 
his hand To put under his knees on the gravel, And assuredly there is mud on the women’s 
(clothes). | 8. Do not say aught to the priest, You have no right to say anything; For he comes 
to the head of the bed to you, Putting the holy oils on you at death. | 9. And thus writing a 


Up to the bright King of Grace. And, O Mary! what shall we do, 


Every one has a little flag in 


“pass? for our souls 


CoM aa) 


Considering how often we offend Him? | 10. The man who walked Dublin and Galway, Past Aran 
and Ballinamore, Gave the palm to the work a week ago, Saying he didn’t see its equal so far. | 
11. How terrible for him who would not say that prayer As well as the twelve decades 
(prescribed) In honour of the angels of heaven, And also of the grace of God’s Son. 


This song was evidently composed by some local poet—I have been 
unable to find out by whom—probably some time before the present parish 
church of Clare Galway was built. Until that time the people had continued 
to worship in a corner of the old Franciscan Monastery which was fast 
falling into ruin. 

The air is irregular, and I had to hear it many times before I ventured to 
write it down. Pat, however, was always willing to come into Tuam as often 
as | asked him; indeed his anxiety to save the old songs was as keen as my 
own. 


98 OCG JENNINGS, 
(DOCTOR JENNINGS.) 


| Sung by Miss Mary Conway, 
@ =78 Ballintleva, Tuam. 
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thi-lic a- noir, 00 ao-a1)\, OD’ ordé’povo Ló ’p Com peo’ 4 thaippear 

ie Bo feats ————w-—-————- Sos a Pett 

NN REN —2—a—— 
SES SES SS deag Bos ana SES SES gi gs 

Eater ete pee ee eo 

Goroc’,, =o cul- ot dub amp ’pé oi prubBsal no móince, T ac cpuard an 
BS Bas sios SsiSEEEAÍ 
SerEETehers-/ 0 ee Ne ig ee Oe a Jt Ga Napeereren 


cór é, ie 1 noeipnerd b faogait? 


2. 04 mbéao fíor asamypa so parib an bár 
onc 

O'metedéainn 50 p4naé 1 n01410 mo cinn ; 

So veo ni fillfinn op an oún peo oúicce 

So Lá mo báir nó 'oeineao mo faogail, 

So ociubpainn Leisean inp an abainn bároce, 

d’p ni rapppoinn pndth Le so oti0épainn Thiv. 

ACT mo cúis céso beannact 50 Chips no 
n5porcs, 


Muna bpuil péinddn vom Tt 4 feiceáil Go1dée 


5. Sé mo Léan séan nac 1 bpainnse o bi cú, 

nó 4 bDrao ó 'oo thuincín, CALL inp an Spáinn, 

béao man o baile Leas ve Ló ar vo’ 
o10ce 

Api 00 CusipT miopa, nó flor vo rséil. 

ACT chine 1mTISeacc’ Out ’r Fan cu fercedaL 
Coloce: 

Ó, mi ni thainprd mé beo ’v0 D1a10 ! 

ip é mo Salpa oubsc é nac é mo Cporde ata 
OUuNTA, 


An san pul a baile Leac aní so bhac 


4. Nuain & bnheacnuisim rior ap Poll-an- 
Tappainn, 
Cé an cár 00m Hliddain act air so Veo, 


inp an 417 4 h oileao é, an teannaib usrpal, 


ACCeNSG ENUSIG- YIN AP mo Cneac, “Ee *n 


ban 


Nua & Conndaic mire ceann an coneTpann 

Al ceacs inp an bpdippe, ’pead a Feit mo 
cporve, 

bi “ Mrs. Jennings”’ ann aguy i 04 pdsad, 


&n minor ós ann, nac breicrean Co1dCce ! 


5. Dí piopai seal” ann agur Leann 0'4 oóin- 
TEAD, 

fion asur beoin agup So Leon 04 poinne, 

’S nac cpdrotce on bain € 45 teact sn 
Domnais, 

Asup mo thdérsipcip. cothapca Le oul inp a’ 
Gil. 

So moé 014 OothnAis ’pesd a pusip ré & 
CONTA, 

"Sa Ri na SLóine naé bad é yin an cáin, 

Ouine uspal ós 4 bi1 no1o10 Porta, 


ó TA AL ni comaippinn 1 brur nd Tall. 


6. Leac na cúise bi aot n-a cuthaéta, 

d’r bud é pin an c-tZo0ap so bruain né bsp! 

dé 1 0TUaMb~S cLoiée mé 4 beis Pinte puop 
Leip, 

bud é fin mo fóLár 04 Bpagainn bap. 

&! “Mrs. Burke,” 1p beas an c-iongnad, 

Cú & be1T 45 CAOINEdD DO Ló ’f 0’ O1dEe, 

fao1 00 Deanbpdacaipin cumannaé naé breic- 
Feapi coroce, 


Scat na Tipe De 'ouine uayal ós. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Oh, Doctor Jennings, a hundred bitter woes, It is you who died on us in the prime of your 


life; If I were to walk Connaught and the Isle of Patrick, The like of my master I’d not find 
in the country. I pity now Ulick, your father, By night and by day as long asI live, His black 
And indeed it’s a hard stroke for him at the end of 
2. Had I known that death was upon you, Wandering I’d go, not caring where. Never 
Till the day of my death or the end of my life, Until 
I would jump into the drowning river; And I would not try to swim that I might come through, 
But my five hundred farewells to the Court of the Graces, 


suit on him and he walking the meadows; 
his life. 
would I return to this part of the estate, 





If I am not destined to see you 
again. | 3. ’Tis my bitter woe, that ’tisn’t at sea you were, Or far away from your people, over 


in Spain, You'd then be expected home by day and night For a month’s sojourn, and you'd be 


( 54 ) 


heard from, But now you are gone, never more to be seen; Oh! a month IJ’ll not be alive after 
you! My black complaint, that my heart has not ceased, Since you’re never expected to come 
home again. | 4. When I look down on Pollaneerin; What mattered a year, but to think, ‘‘ never 
again”! In the place where he was reared, the noble Jennings! Is it nota pity and bitter woe 
for me? When I saw the head of the coffin Coming into the porch, my heart leaped up. 
Mrs. Jennings was there and she kissing him, The young minor, who will never more be seen! | 
5. There were white clay pipes there and abundance of ale, Wine and beer being distributed 
freely. What a sorrowful feast at the coming of Sunday, My master coffined to go to the 
grave! Early on Sunday he was put into the coffin. And Oh! King of Glory, was it not a 
shame? A young gentleman soon after his marriage! His like I would not find near or far. | 
6. Half the province was under his power, And he was the authority until he died. But in a 
tomb of stone, to be stretched beside him, That would be my solace if I were to die. Ah! 
Mrs. Burke, small is the wonder That you should lament by day and by night Your loving 
little brother who will never be seen: The flower of the country of a young nobleman. 


This is another purely local song, composed by the poet, Pat Greany, and 
sung to me by his great-granddaughter, Mary Conway of Ardrumkilla, 
Tuam. 

Lhe Doctor Jennings here lamented was a member of an old Catholic 
family —the Jenningses of Ironpool (“Polt-on-lopypoinn”), Kilconly, Tuam. 
He died of a fever, contracted whilst visiting a patient, when quite a young 
man. The “Mrs. Burke” mentioned in the song was his sister, married to one 
of the Burkes of Ower, near Headford, Co. Galway. The present represen- 
tative of the family, I believe, is Colonel Jennings of Monkstown, Dublin. 
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(MY THOUSAND TREASURES.) 


Sung by Mr. PHILIP WALDRON, 
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1. My sweet fair maid I prythee stay 2. My sweet fair maid, your love’s the share 
And I will drink no more, Of all the world I hold. 
My heart doth sweep the wine of tears, Without your smile in Paradise 
My voice is hushed and low. I would repine, and go. 
TV’) know not Jight from darkest night, The lands of Spain or Allemain 
Nor heat from winter’s cold, Have not your match to show— 
Should you depart, maid of my heart, Bright flower of maids, the bards have praised, 
My love, my joy, my store! My love, my joy, my store ! 


My friend, Philip Waldron, who gave me this little song, tells me he 
learned it from an old lady living near Ballyhaunis, Co. Mayo, but he thinks 
she originally came from the neighbourhood of Tuam. 


30.—brisgoin beusaro. 
(BREEDYEEN VESEY.) 


in As sung by Patrick GARVEY, 
















































































































































































a = 63 Headford, Co. Galway. 
rm Se Tr” ””— Sa Lae ae Se a 
s2-b eee ae 51. Ste ais teas, as Testes e is og 
pT ERIE ITT ers par ga EEE IR OE 
Porpainn bie. -in Beup-a1d, San cé6- cts, bpndignd 
5 Sate Roh, EES FHAN ÚISRHIRHHCECH SISE IEA ERS gC oY a Sse SS 
eee ae ona SR ia Cea ECCE ai iii” 
—— —i-e:—e—ba— —L i. gob i go gus 
is @ @- 
léin-e; & ycoi mo Corde, 04 mb'réro-in Liom, Do tpoipspinn owe nor 
es TETSSIE SISE SES SESAR = gene ———a—— 
Fe ee ee ee 
ON MNS KERN VL! (IRL Aa Kins ERY [OE a fi amas as 
= €- g of 
ott, San biso Fan veo Fan Aon Cu1'0 AN oil seán. 1. Loc 
- uses as ee i ee Te sesas Seas 
SS in So ee aN =e rs EN ore et 
| ° ' | I | ine = -. 
—————--i-e—e—ba———— ——— € 6° 6— 
o tO ee 
Ein - ne, O'fonn mé ap cú beard í pec oe So pévopes-muyp dy 
a eee ee ee 
Saat aoe. Se pe eerie a ESS rae ee oe 
aa Sie eee 
B —_|—— @-@ = Se ee Cee 
eS ae ee EEA SISE IE eae eee 
SCOTS i. ah SIAD ap Oot ns Bae ee & Cuac-in báin an 
Spacer bana ra RL eS ES Se SEE IS TL Ral KAS ne BEE ECTS 
s 6 > ES eID MOEA Cois 
ee —€__@_-_, 
ee je f= ey 
c-pléib-e! O00 geallad ná oéan bnéag - - ac, óóc Em-18 Leip an 
Spe SAS RIMES SCC SS SAREE ONS NORORENNG LT oer les a SA 
os ED Sapa TANT ENE hams ker NV eC) Sat es res mh 
{ee ee eee eee 
eee ee ee ee 
oe g of 
id 'Sí n-aimh-oeóin olige na cLéin - e $0 ‘OTOS-fainn cú mMaj\ 
Bi Nickie RU nor gh a ee een ee 
ee eee Aoi —\ se a paar ae 
[ ee Samer aoa eerie Se ee Son, = 
tf C62 Oe 8 ag gia 
ee 
céil-e, "S46 014, non deo on pgéal yin, Quin’ ss eu-Lóo” Le n-a spdo. 
2. Ov seic mo Cnorvde Le buaíroneao OÁ brásainn amaé 00 tuaipairs 
ASup PHannpio1d mé n&o1 n-uaihe 04 océisceá4 so bonn cpuarée, 
An tharoin úo 00 Gusalaro mé Racad an pgéal no épusro opm 
Nac praib cú potham Le rás ail, nó Leanrpainn 00 mo Endo, 
'S & linét Lá paor fusincear 'S 50 mb’feapp Liom rince ruar Leac 
Cait mire “Tr cú 1 n-usigneay 'S san puinn acc ppaoe a’p Luacain 
"S san nese ap bit 0’ ál Sctithoaé T4 [Bert] ’5 éirceacc Leip na cuacard 


ACT AN crtupsin né an an colan. Dior an mubal as éiniíse Lá (i.e. Láe). 
pups 1 f scLan nf 5 €715 


3. "'S é áoban m’ orna T m’ éascaotin 
Sac maroin moc 074 n-e1y1gim 

& cúil na Lúb 'r no bpeupla 

Nac cú bi dam 1 n'oáón, 

’S ni 1apppainn Leac mop Féifán 
&cc mé 2 T cú béic 1 N-Einfeact 

In áic éisín “n Ap n-sonan, 

So Leasrainn opt mo Lám. 
Seinnrpiínn céol ap ceuooib 

So binn, Le bánn mo theujra, 
Cnéisríinn mná na h-Ééineann onc, 
ór Leanpainn cú “ran crnám, 

'S 04 mbérdinn am’ pig na Seige 
No im’ prronnya ap na céaotarb 
Do beuprainn susp an méao in 
Do peuple an bnoLLai báin. 


4. 04 breicred peult an eóLair 
’S 4 ceacc 1 mbéal on bócain 
Oéantá 50 mbuo feóo uaic 

Do TOSFAD ceo &T '0R)4019€46cC, 
& SI veans man poparb 

'S & Trúil mop onúóc an TÓSm In; 
& béilín cona nó Dear 

'S a bpdgaro ap bac on dorl, 

Bi a 04 cic Coppa COm-EpuInH 
Mol mé 140 T ni mon Liom, 

nN apeapam a5 veanath Loépain 
’S 140 CeEdNTAS OF COMHAIN & cho196e, 
TA mé 1 mbnón ’p 1 NO6s pains 

Ó pyiopp cú uaim cap cedpainn, 
C10 1p FADS Ó FUsip mé cómhaihLe 


o nNT10nNnOGA an mo Paosal. 
síionh 1 T4695 


5. Topdcan fior1 mbpéuc-burde 
d’p paca So Loc éinne, 

Ó Sligeacé so bonn Céire 
Beuprpard mé mo rsnáob, 
Siibalpard mé tmóin-éile, 
Cones a 'T Dinn-Óroin, 

'S ni fearta10 mé 1 oCcom-$néine 
So ocd1d mé so Taiglige. 

Nil sLeanncán cnoic ná plérbe 
n& baile-cuoin “ron méao pin 
Naé pubsalpard mé, md féaoaim, 


'S nac 'ocó1heócoró mé mo mian, 


muna brás” mé bDuisiío ’pan méao yin 
nil asam Le pd Léice 
dét beannact flan a’p céav 00 Cup 


Le bLác na rus-cnaob. 


6. S rséih, a cporde ’p a bnedgta 
Ni ppprobpad Bingil parte, 

ó 04 Cic Seals bána 

Map an eals cé sf On coinn, 

ó malaro caola, tappaingce 

’S a Túil com cpuinn Le áinne 

ó. bior 1 Scdthnurde, TA T againn, 
&5 pop op bán on coim. 

bud tinllre blar a poise 

na ml na mbeac 'r é predrdTe, 

Da bear 4 peapath 1 mbnóis 

'S a ctilfionn póinneac fionn. 

'S 04 mbéinn ar bLác na h-óise 

1 mbalLa no í: mbocóla 

m1 fA5pamasorr So Veipesd fosthain é, 


ACT 45 pont T 45 'oéanam Spin. 


7. Dein Mepncups Sup 0015 

Sup b'é Pluco rsíob an credo Ler, 
’S Sup ob 10mv4 FA4yvoaro móna 
TA Sabail roin mé “sur í, 

ip é Jupiícen a maérgircin, 

6 'T troll pard mé 074 Lacain, 
OCT FANFAD FO 0T1 AMAA 

So Leisro mé mo roic. 

CÁ mé TUInpesc, bneótroce, 

Crd Cait mé Leac mo bndsa, 

So ionpurde as oeanath bndin, 
ní cobLaigim neull ve’n 0100’, 
'S ó tus Nepculer le nó-neanc 
Cepbenur ve’n bócan, 

dn meapann rb nac cóin Dam 
Mo prop 00 Leanathain ior. 


8. níon md Dam congnam Léroin, 
ní ”L mé mop Le Chapon, 

b'éroin 06 mé bácao 

06 oc151nn 1n 4 Lion. 

CÁ 4 b40’p & tharorde pdtha 

So pioppurve annpto ap SÁnoa ; 

Ni TaitmiSeann opeam an Pdpa Leip, 
ni Séilleann ré 0’4 nolige. 


(PbS 7) 


Nion Cabain am na Spáinnis &óc Trallrao onpa amdpsé 

Map Feall an Bainpiogain máine, ASup map Aomuws piso mo Fndso vam, 

Bi0d a5 bhúsao AT as cdépnnad Seobao congnod Lároin 

'S ag congbail na nSAlL rior, Tac n-éiLeócaroe opm prgin. 

&€6c 04 maipresd Calvin Lá “cine, 

Cnomaill, hannnaos, a’p máhcain, 10. Tianca Fionn níon thon dam, 

Tá T5fáobrao pao vam cdénoa Orson “fr Soll na Mona, 

ní h-éiLeócaroe opm prgin. °S CtiéulLainn, an Lace ChOSANTA 
Nap Clip 1 Feat aprath. i 

9. "Sé T9Luco an pyronnpa clamppnaé Clann uirnis 'oubainc so Leon Liom 

Ssíob uaim mo sprdo sur m’annypacc, Do baingead ar clardeath Ldééjan, 

é péin asur Raoamantuy sur heccon, an Laoé mon-eyut 

Ni caparo 00m An D14/, Fuoin pogluim bhéas pan Cnaoi. 

Bulcan bhúisce, 0615 Te, CLuinnpeá 1 Tin na h-Óise 

'S & Leac-cor brirce bheótróoce, Sníom na Dreana móna, 

minor NAC ocus chÓCAi1he, On TST TOpalseavan & pepdcad 

Na TUyTAIS An 540u10e Coi0e’. AS Fedppoo pomp ior.’ 

ipiomda absinn bArdTe dct Jupitep níon hop dam 

Sin ap5ur contabaine é1410Te, Cuin Menton, An feap éolinp, Liom, 

To1pneacsid As cdpinso Np Leis amus? 1 n-aon B6tan mé 

sun as Lorgad ap 546 ca01b, So ocus me sabaile bis. 

TRANSLATION. 


1. Dd marry Breedyeen Vesey Without coat, boot, or mantle; Treasure of my heart, if I 
could, I would fast for you nine times, Without food or drink or anything, On an island in 
Loch Erne, Hoping that you and I might be together Until we settled our case. O cheek of 
the colour of the dog-berry, O cuckoo of the top of the mountain, Do not belie your promise, 
But rise up with the day. And in spite of the law of the clergy I'd take you for my spouse. 
And, Oh, God! what a charming tale ’twould be, A man stealing away with his love. | 2. My 
heart leapt with trouble, And I frightened nine times, That morning that I heard That you 
were not to be found before me. And all the days with merriment That you and I spent in 
solitude, Without anyone guarding us But the jug, and it on the table. If I could find out 
news of you, If you were to go to the foot of the Reek (Croaghpatrick) ; The story would go very 
hard with me, Or I should cling to my love. And I should rather be stretched beside you, With 
nothing under us but heath and rushes, Than be listening to the cuckoos Who are moving at 
the break of day. | 8. The reason of my moans and my lamenting Every early morning that I 
arise, O cool of the curls and the pearls, Is, that it is not you who were fated for me; And I 
would not ask with you, for a faireen, Anything but you and me to be together In some place 
alone, So that I might lay my hand on thine (thee). I would play music upon strings With 
the top of my fingers; I would forsake all the women of Erin for you, And I would follow you 
through the ocean. And if I were king of Greece, Or a prince over hundreds, I would give up 
allthat To the pearl of the white breast. | 4. If you were to see the Star of Knowledge And she 
coming in the mouth of the road, You would say that she was a jewel at a distance Who would 
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lift mist and enchantment. Her countenance red, like the roses, And her eye like the dew of 
the harvest, And her thin little mouth, very pretty; And her neck like the colour of the lime. 
Her two pointed, equal-round breasts, I praised them, and I ought to, Standing, making 
alamp, And they shapen over against her heart. Iam in grief and anguish Since you slipped 
from me beyond the mearing, Though it is long since I got advice That you would 
shorten my life. | 5. I shall begin down in Breaghwy, And I shall go to Loch Erne, 
And from Sligo to the foot of Kesh Corran I shall take my course; I shall walk Moin-Hile 
(Bog of Allen), And Cork and Ben Edar (Howth), And I shall not stand in Tomgraney Until 
I go to Tralee. There is never a hill nor mountain valley, Nor harbour town, in all that 
(country), That I shall not walk ifIcan, And that I shall not search for my desire. And if I 
do not find Breed in all that I have nothing to say to her, But to send a blessing and a farewell 
and a hundred To the blossom of the raspberries. | 6. Her beauty, her heart, and her fineness 
Virgil would not write in a quarter of a year; Her two bright white breasts Like the swan that 
is upon the waves. Her brows narrow, drawn, And her eye as round as a sloe, Which is 
always, we know, Growing on the top of the bush. Sweeter were the taste of her kiss Than 
honey of the bees, and it frozen; Pretty was her standing in a shoe, And her coolin was 
ringleted and fair; And if I and the blossom of youth Were only in Balla or in Bohola, 
We should not leave it till the end of harvest, But sporting and making merriment. | 7. Mercury 
says that he is certain That it was Pluto who swept away the jewel with him, And there are 
many great guards Going between me and her. Jupiter is their master, And I shall journey 
into his presence, But I shall wait till to-morrow Until I take my rest. I am tired, sick, 
Though I have used up my boots after you; Everlastingly making grief, Ido not sleep a wink 
in the night. And since Hercules with excessive strength Carried off Cerberus from the road, 
Do ye not think that is right for me also To follow my love down below? | 8. I require strong 
help, Iam not great (on terms) with Charon; He might drown me If I were to come into his 
net. His boat and oars Are constantly there on guard; ‘The people of the Pope do not please 
him, He does not submit to their law. No help to me would be the Spaniard, Because of 
Queen Mary, Who used to be bruising and overthrowing And keeping down the Galls. But if 
Calvin were alive, some day, Cromwell, Henry, or Martin, They would write for me a card, 
And not a penny would be required of me. | 9. It is Plutois the disputatious prince Who snatched 
from me my love and my dear; Himself and Rhadamanthus, Neither of the two are friends to 
me. Vulcan, bruised and burnt, With his one foot broken and injured; Minos, who gave no 
mercy, Do not trust the rogue for ever. Many is the drowning river (I must encounter) That, 
and the ruinous peril, Thunders overwhelming And burning on every side; But I shall 
journey towards them to-morrow, And if they will not admit my love to me, I shall receive 
strong help, So that a penny shall not be required of me. | 10. The Fenians of Finn I would 
want, Oscar and Goll Mac Morna, And Cuchulain the valiant hero Who never failed in 
battle. The children of Uisneach, many have told, Who used to strike flame from sword, And 
Hector the great-famed hero, Who found fine learning in Troy. You would hear in the Land- 
of-Youth The deeds of the great men, When they began a-tearing And cutting down men 
before them; But Jupiter I required, Who sent Mentor the guide with me, Who never let me 
go astray in any road Until I brought Breed home. 


This is one of the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and there are very few 
people in the West of Ireland who cannot sing a bit of it. The words are 


CaCl 


taken from “Songs of Raftery ” by Dr. Douglas Hyde (p. 222), who has very 
generously given me permission to use them and others to which I have 
obtained the airs. 

The version of the air I have here given I first heard from a young 
student of St. Jarlath’s College, 'uam, Patrick Mac Garvey, who came from 
Headford, Co. Galway, and I have since heard it frequently from others. 
Another well-known song is also sung to this air, viz.:—“Seagéin thie mo 
Comoripun,” and it is under this title that Petrie noted down the two airs, 
Nos. 1437 and 1438. 


s1.-YRinseac oir eosóin, 
(FFRENCH OF TYRONE.) . 


Sung by Mr. PATRICE Burke, 
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1. Says the Fox :—‘ Blessings be with you, Knock Ma, Blessings be with you, both men and 
women; Many’s the airy day I spent there among you, ‘Till my bones were injured going past 
by Glennshoke. | 2. Going past by Glennshoke, isn’t my tale a sad one? My breath was 
exhausted and my tongue hanging out.” The Fox was checked going through the bog, For he 
was put into difficulties by Ffrench of Tyrone. | 3. The fame of the Ffrenches travelled far and 
near, It went to Britain, to France, and to Spain. Their equals among noblemen were not to 
be found, And may he be a long-lived child—F french of Tyrone. | 4. This young heir is barely 
nineteen years, And the ladies of the place are certainly in love with him. ’Tis on his 
countenance to be read by the world, That his place of dwelling is the Kingdom of Saints. | 
5. If you were to see the Ffrenches coming to the leap: Oh, God and Mary! ’isn’t it they that 
were spirited! And they decked out in red, in black and in white: Och! I beseech the King of 
Sunday that the heir may come safe. | 6. ‘Uv! Uv!” says the Fox, “now what will Ido? Here 
are the hounds, and they will tear me asunder. I shall be put out, and the frost will be under 
my nose, And Ffrench of Tyrone will have my tail in the evening. | 7. If I only got a quarter, 
or a few months’ respite, I'd go to the place where I would not be frightened. 1’d go away out 
to the plains of Mayo, And Ffrench of Tyrone would not have my tail to-night. | 8. I was there 
before, and a bad neighbour I was: I was too daring, and my desire for meat was great. I used 
to kill ducks and geese in abundance, And that’s what has left me for ever shedding tears.’’ 


This song was printed by the late John Glynn in the “Tuam News,” and 
he states in his note on it :— 

“The Tyrone branch of the Ffrench family is now known as St. George, 
Christopher Ffrench having in 1774 assumed the surname of St. George in 
pursuance of a direction contained in a settlement made by his mother’s 


father, Baron St. George. ‘The country people, however, still refer to them 
as ' Ffrench of Tyrone,’ Co. Galway.” 

Mr. Glynn says he took down the song from Mr. John Murphy of 
Knocknagur, Tuam, thirty years ago, but that he did not know by whom it 
was composed. 

Through the efforts of Mr. Pat Burke I have found out that the author 
was William Flaherty, a weaver, of Imoin, Caherlistrane, seven or eight miles 
from Tuam. His descendants still live in the town. 

The hero of the song was Uhristopher St. George, who was nineteen 
years of age at the time, and the people of Imoin and Caherlistrane still talk 
of how he went alone into the bog of Imoin after the fox. It is said that, to 
celebrate the event, St. George presented a barrel of beer to every townland 
on the estate. Mrs. Josephine Concannon, a daughter of “Ffrench of Tyrone,” 
is a well-known resident in Tuam. 

The history of the air is interesting, as proving that the creative faculty 
is not yet extinct among the people. ‘lhe air that I had previously heard I 
did not consider particularly good, being a very poor version of “ The little 
stack of Barley,” and I was trying to find out from Pat if he knew anyone 
who could sing it. “I do not,” said he, “but this is the air I put on it 
myself”; and he sang the song as I have given it. 


32.—b4S AB5uUS An miu tledir. 
(DEATH AND THE MILLER.) 
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( 63.) 


2.4n muilLeóin: Diod Us Dhian asac agup 5. DA: md cá mire Lom, caitte ni 

Tigespinsa dn CLAip ; náine 04m é, 

Diod Ua Conéobaip cnéan óAsur a lraécuige Lá bneds 
ASAC 'T US OómnaiLL & TUS29 mé; 
Oz; ACT 1p TeEACTAINe boóc mé 

Diod Tigeapna Sligesé ó Flaitear 06 
454T a5ur amsaigoean &041n01410 Fae anam bocc 
mna, oO’ Spi Cait & Léar. 


Sasur pes peal eileag an 
muilledipn bán. 
6. dn Mulledin: Slacaim-re papotn as Wig 
na nOúLl, 


Le oul cun rpaipne Le 


3. Dar: ní Berd ta Dpr4in asam nb 
’n Tiseapna Clip ; 
ní be1d Ua Conéobaip Tpéan te a 
asam nd tls Dotnnaill Peer ana 
Os; 
ní Berd Tigeapna Sligeaé 


SCT TUS mé 00 frosan ome 
Ap Deinc nó an Tutin, 
ósur bíoo Ruardin Fearca 


A54M nd & Haigoean ) ' 
8 ASAL nd muilLLeóin 


mn, 


Lain. 
&óc berd sneim ctl cinn Fh 
asom oy a’ muilledin 
bán. 7. Dar: L : ; 
SOT: eas mire on Seapaleac, 
4. &n muiLLeóin: má “r Saipcrdeaé Tupa, md 'T bud gaircíóeac é, 
TA TU NSD, Soll Mac Mépna Asur 
ip Lom, cptar; caicce é Le Conán Maol; 
cndth 54n feorl. Leaspaid mé ap fa0140 Le 
Ip pean 54n mhipnescé nac congnam “Oé, 
p\ocad Leac cun rpaihn dsup bed an muilLeóin bán 
ósur oe néin MO mheorca, 45am, T cé Comnedcad 
Sup cú béas aj Lán. é? 


TRANSLATION. 


1. I was one fine day on my road to Tuam, When Death met me beside the fort. “Have 
you got any person since you started out?” ‘“T’ll have the white Miller by a grip on the poll.” | 
2. “ Have O’Brien and Lord Clare, Have strong O'Connor and young O'Donnell, Have Lord 
Sligo and his maiden wife, And leave another while to the white Miller.” | 3. “Tl not have 
O’Brien nor Lord Clare, Nor strong O'Connor nor young O'Donnell, 1’ll not have Lord Sligo 
nor his maiden wife, But 11 have the white Miller by a grip on the poll.” | 4. “If you are a 
warrior ag you say you are, Bare, hard, and wasted is he with fleshless bones, He’d be a 
cowardly man who wouldn't enter a contest with you, And, in my opinion, ’tis you would be 
laid low.” | 5. “If I am wasted, no shame for me, Seeing the length of days that I’ve been born. 
I am a poor messenger from the Kingdom of God Who pursues every poor soul which has spent 
its term.” | 6. “I beg pardon of the King of the Elements For entering a contest with a pest like 
you; I gave you your choice of two or three, So now you can have Ruane or the miller of 


ae 


flour.” | 7. ‘I laid low the Geraldine, and a warrior he was, Goll Mac Morna and Conan the 
Bald, I will lay them all low by the help of God, And I’ll have the white Miller, and who would 
keep him ?’’ 

I learned this song from Mr. Michael F arrell, miller, whose people, millers 
also, are long resident in this neighbourhood. He tells me it has been handed 
down in his family for generations; but he does not know who composed it. 


33. Om AIS 6 i Vessceitink 
(THOMAS, MY THOUSAND TREASURES.) 


| Sung by Miss Bripcet Fonpg, 




























































































e- 96 Mixo-Lydian mode modified, Sylane, Tuam. 
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Map ip Leac 4 Gait mé mo bnpósa Mo caob Le n-a taoib 
1 'ocúr m'oise, “r mé 4 n'oeiheAaio mo paogail. &bur on ónsaobóisín Slap in a Lóith. 


ór so Druil mé an mo Leabaro : 
PS a oe ib bái . 4. Dlusdain Sup an oroce anéih 
Le blusdain “r cúis reaócmhaine 0645 : era . , 
ars are Sead préab na capaill éan pat, 

So Bruit mo snáo seal pa milírí, i Em Pies 
Si i ' ST 1 Bc1Onn uaipe n-4 O1010 pin 

d’p vei 'oaoine nae LeiLLprd so h-éas. 4 ae i MA AH 
Sead o'éaLuis mo sndo seal pon rnám. 


3. ’Sé mo Léan Sean, 4 pooipin, ni’L cuile 04 thé10 
San blusvdain an fav inp an Ló, Nac Scaiteann peal eile a’ tpdgad; 
&T ourlleabain na 5-cpaob Tí 'L ann acc Luóc bnéige 


SF piop-cun na meals 04 mbásnn, ’S b-pér0ip go brillpead mo 5n4o. 


( 65 ) 


TRANSLATION. 

1. Thomas, my thousand treasures; Strike me not down by any word (of yours). Take up 
your shovel and your spade, And for ever it is no shame to you. As I went over the big strand, 
Ithought the dew was lying, And oh! my love twice over, Here’sa kiss till I return. | 2.’ Tis 
my bitter grief, my treasure! That my path leads not to your house, For it was with you I 
wore out my boots In the beginning of my youth, and I’m now at the end of life. And I’ve 
been on my bed’ For a year and fifteen weeks, While my bright love is in the army, And they 
say he will never return. | 3. ’Tis my bitter woe, my treasure! That a full year is not in a day, 
And that the foliage of the branches Shed not honey from their tops; And that Iam not alone 
in the country In which my love resides, My side by his side, And the little green branch in 
his hand. | 4. A year ago last night The horses burst through the hedge, And one hour after 
that My bright love went away in the sea. There is no tide, however great, That does not 
spend another while in ebbing; They are all only deceivers, And maybe my love will return. 


It was from Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam, I learned this song. The air 
consists of one phrase only, four times repeated, but it is a good one. 

Another version of the words is given by the Rev. Professor ‘Il’. O’Kelly 
in the “ U. C. Galway Annual” for 1917 


34.—m1Se€6 mo Leadnbd (i). 
(HUSHO, MY BABY.) 


Sung by MIcCHEAL BREATHNACH, 
Inverin, Spiddal. 
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385.—SUóncRATÓO€ (ii). 
(A LULLABY.) 
Words by “16 máine.”' 
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2. Sp thuLLac an cSide cá pideosa Seals 3. Of cothaip mo Laois, so miocain cean’ thal 
T4 Caoin-Né an Eappars 45 MIT 4 pporpie, CÁ oíl-nuirs aingeal ag raipie’n-a treo, 
'S reo 140 anton Gun 5L4010 ap mo Lean’ Le mop-§p4d o1an Fd 1apprard Cun bealarg, 
Le mian é Tappaingc ipceacé pan Lior mon. Map b’sorbne flaitir 04 pacad pé Leo. 
Som Cu, acnorde! níbpuis ps0 00 theallad 4 rcóin mo Enorde, Luis prop 1n v0 Leabard, 
Le bnig a sclear nd Le binnear a sceoil, Lecaorb vo thaime’ ead fanpaip soróill, 
Cá mipe Leo’ Coorb ag Surde opt na mbeannacc, Ni mop dam Le V10 mo framya’ sup m'aicear, 
Seoitin, 4 Leanb, ni 1mteo’ cú Leo. MoRiogaccapcalati1 oTeanntamo bpo10. 


Seoitin, peoto, 74\L. Seoitin, peoto, 7pl. 
* 


TRANSLATION. 

1. Shoheen, shoho, my child is my treasure, My jewel without guile, my share of the world, 
Shoheen, shoho, how great is the delight, My little treasure in his bed, asleep without sorrow. 
Child of my bosom, may thy sleep thrive with you, Happiness and luck be ever in store for you. 
May the blessing of God’s Son and the love of His nurse be with you, Go to sleep without start 
until day. | 2. On the Hill of the Sidhe are fairies shining Under the fair moon of spring playing’ 
their games. And here they come eastward to call to my child, Wishing to lure him into the 


Give 


great fort. I call thee, my heart! They shall not entice you By dint of their tricks, or the 
sweetness of their music, Iam by your side praying for you blessings, Shoheen, my child, »» 
will not go with them. | 3. Before my darling, sweet and gentle, Kind angel eyes are gazing u a 
: him, With great strong love inviting him away, For Heaven would be more delightful were “a. 
to go with them. Treasure of my heart! lie down in thy bed, Beside your mamma you siil. 
will abide, God does not grudge me my play and my pleasure, My Heaven on earth along with 
my darling. 


It is nearly eleven years ago since I learned this air from Miéedt 
Dyestnaé,on one occasion when he was staying with me. In reply to a question, 
in which at the time I had a practical interest, as to how the Connemara 
mothers soothed their babies to slumber, he lilted me the above tune. ‘There 
were no words but the fragment as I have given it. I have been told by 
another friend that the mothers of Connemara have a great reverence for the 
tune, believing that it was used by the Blessed Virgin in putting her Child 
to sleep. 

The air was written down afterwards in 3 time by Tomér Moc Vothnall 
for the Rev. Professor T. O'Kelly (“16 Mdine”), U. C., Galway, who composed 
the verses which I have given with the air. He has kindly given me 
permission to use them for this collection. 


26—TUSAMSR FEIN on SAMRAD Linn. 


(WE BROUGHT THE SUMMER WITH US.) 
Sung by Mrs. Foy, Ballytrasna, 
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ne Sampad, Some, bainne na ngathn-s, Tuges-map péin an Sathpad Linn. 


PCa) 


2. O’fragpms Té iom ap ingean oom an 6. 1ríomóa pin bó 's ’ul Tap CLarde Teopann, 
bean 65 pin, Tusaman, ete. 

Tusgaman, ete. &s cósóil perl’ an perLb na scothuppan. 

So vein ní h-í,'r i mo spdo & T mo peop í. Cusamai, etc. 

Cusaman, ete. Sampsd, Sampo, etc. 


Sampad, Satnpad, ete. 


3. & 'or1ubncá ceao vom-ro Lab aige so póilL 
Lei? 


Tusaman, etc. 


7. 'Sé feanacc pin a5am-pa Leact-pa, 4 
prooipiin, 


Tusgamon, ete. 
Mapa noeunso TU Fin, DeUNPa1ld mé an Sr . : : s 
! ; / eu F D’Pasgaip annypin mé boóc agup bpdnaé. 
cóincear (7). : 
! Cusaman, ete. 
Cusaman, etc. teach ea B 
: Sampao, Sampo, etc, 

Somh&o, Sathpad, ete. 


4. T&S Cura ’n aitgioppra ’p h4€20-T& “nn Ras 
ae 8. Cainic pi Cugam app TPWdTNONA, 
Cusaman, ete. Tugaman, etc, i . 
! BEN aca Cn, Vp tus pi Les an Lertrseul ba oonca. 
Té asainn Leanrar Tí, biow pi so veo aise. paieee shil % T's ee 


! Gus ama. ete. 
Cusaman, ete. = I 


eed Aes Sampod, Sampnad, ete. 
Sampad, Samyao, etc. I , ] Z 


5. Leanraid mé ’n AUATAGC, O'T Dear an 
PuUsgac, 


FES OF ee. 9. dc’ nion feuo mipe é1pteaéc Le cainne 
Tusaman, ete. oe'n Tone yin. 
Vo beo nó v0 thantainn nap Pillip so veo Tusaman, ete. 
oy ! O'FásA0' 6 fon í as Fol so bnhónac, 
Tusaman, ete. Tusamon, ete. 
Sampo, Sathyrav, etc. Samad, Samad, ete. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. As Tanda young maid were one day going the road, (We brought the summer with us.) Whom 
should we meet but an Gruagach Crodha? (We brought, ete.) Summer, summer, milk for the 
calves! (We brought, etc.) | 2. He asked me if that young woman were my daughter. (We brought, 
etc.) “Indeed then she isn’t, she’s my loveand my treasure.” (We brought, ete.) | 3. “Have I your 
permission to discourse with her a while? (We brought, etc.) If you do not do that, I’ll make the 
chorus (?)” (We brought, etc.) | 4.“ Take you the short cut, and I’ll go the road ; (We brought, etc.) 
Whichever of us she follows, let him have her for ever.’’ (We brought, ete.) | 5. “1”1] follow the 
Gruagach, for a nice young man he is.” (We brought, ete.) “ May you never return to me alive or 
well.” (We brought, etc.) | 6. “ Many a cow crosses the boundary fence, (We brought, ete.) Taking 
possession of the neighbour’s property. (We brought, etc.) | 7. So it was with you and me, my 
love. (We brought, etc.) You left me there poor and sorrowful.’? (We brought, ete.) | 8. She came 
to me again in the evening. (We brought, etc.) And brought with her an excuse the most 
plausible. (We brought, ete.) | 9. But I could not listen to talk of that kind. (We brought, etc.) 
1 left her there weeping and sorrowful. (We brought, etc.) 


I have to lament the loss of a sincere friend in the death of Mrs. Foy, 
N.T., who gave me this song. She had learned it from her father, who was a 


ey 


native of Milltown, near Tuam. It is strange that although the family lived 
less than two miles from the town, 1 did not know they had any Irish songs. 
It was Mr. John Hoban, Milltown, who first sang it tome. He had learned 
it from a friend, who stated that he got it in Ballinasloe. I noted it down 
and sent it to Ballinasloe for correction, if necessary. In reply I was told 
that it had been learned in the Irish College at Partry, Co. Mayo, from the 
singing of Mrs. Foy, whose school was near the place. Thus I was able to 
trace the song back practically to my own door. 

The song 1s comparatively modern, but I understand that the refrain is a 
very old one. For a much longer version, with a different refrain, see 
“Cedlcoib ULod,” p. 89, and a version with seventeen verses (from Tory 
Island) in “Gaelic Journal,” March, 1892. See also Petrie, No. 502. 


37,—Léine BDARRAIE. 


(THE FLAXEN SHIRT.) 
Sung by Mns. Horan, 












































































































































e216 Milltown, Tuam. 
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ie NN eg Se (ase Sg ee NN rs AC SI ee re eee SC 
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uin. aum DO 'ouna) Dun OY bói his - - rum SOME Ol. 


2. Ceannuis mé por agup cup mé ’p a’ Scné San agam 04 App acc mo Léine bappais.- 
é sRum 00 0um, oum, etc. 
1mbépp an maéa 1 ocup an eanpars : 
Bain mé asur báro mé é, 'r T584, mé an 3. O'ánouis rí m'anam 1 mbán mo cLéibe, 
ThR&oc é, d’p CóGar na pLécí & Bi prop ops CAnhaí. 
‘Sup cuin mépa Sché é son pepompe cáillise. —'ÓOeathan pin ouine 074 cuales mo Sé AL, 
Ni h-é an bappae Sapnb & Ceannais mé péin, n4n oubsine Fo paib cnéao ap mo Léine 
dét an pLúiníní sLégeal Leité10 mo dadi. BAnprarg. 
Caill mé Le piseaoóih mo ceiche piginn oéas, Rum co oum, oum, etc. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. There are young girls in that town beyond, And they won’t be alive until they get into the 
fashion. They have expensive satin ribbons quite up to date, Though (for their supper) at night 
they have only coleannon, my laddie. “Deuce a young boy you’d get in the country. Oh Mary! 
and oh Christ! it’s a pity you are not with me,” They never remember the rent of their houses, 
But their yellow oxters (arm-pits) show through their flaxen shirts. | 2. I bought flax-seed and sowed 
it in the ground At the top of the field in the beginning of spring. I pulled it and steeped it and 
spread it out on the heather, And I put it in the earth without an untidy old hag. Thetow which I 
bought was not the coarse stuff, But the bright fine material such as my father (used). My 
fourteen pence I lost with the weaver, And in return I got only my flaxen shirt. | 3. It lifted my 
heart to the top of my breast, And I tore at the pleats that were behind on its corners; Not 
a man who heard tell of my story, That didn’t say, there was a flock in my flaxen shirt. 


My friend, Mrs. Hoban, tells me that this satirical song was composed by 
Cormac Dall, a blind poet who lived in Dunmore (eight miles from T'uain) 
during the latter part of the eighteenth century. A short account of his life 
is given in Walker’s “Irish Bards,” with a long poem of his entitled “Lament 
for John Burke of Carrautrila.” It is difficult, however, to discover any of 
the genius of Cormac Dall in the above composition. 

In singing the song Mrs. Hoban repeats the chorus at the end, of the 
fourth, as well as at the end of the eighth, line. 


38. An OROISNedN onn. (i). 
(THE BROWN THORN-BUSH.) 


Sung by Miss Magorg Hession, 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. If I were a boatman, nicely would I sail o’er the sea, And I would write two lines with the 
top of my pen, I would be going through the meadows and squeezing her waist, And the day I 
could not coax a maid, the game would not be in me. | 2. Now, my love, since you are going, safely 
may you return; ’Tis true that you have deadened my heart within my breast. I have no wealth 
that I could send after you, nor even a boat, And the sea is in flood between us, and I cannot 
swim. | 3. There is a young coaxing boy who has beguiled me for a year, And he has made my 
heart like a lump of coal: Greatly was he deceived, that he didn’t measure my thoughts aright ; 
May he not return, and more misfortune to him—until I am married. | 4. And, Holy Mary! 
what will I do when you go away from me? I do not know your house, your way, or your 
street. My father is deep in the clay and my mother sorrow-laden, And all the men of Ireland 
in anger with me and my love far away. | 5. A foolish man would he be who would try a high 
fence While there is another small fence beside it, on which I could lay my hand, Though the 
quicken tree be high, it is bitter on the top, And blackberries and raspberries grow on the lowest 


tree. 
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ae 69 From Bekan, Co. Mayo. 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. A hundred men think I am theirs when I drink beer, 
from me when I remember your conversation with me. 


Sliavnamon, 
man, merrily I’d sail o’er the sea, 


And Td write you a line with the point of my pen; 


And two-thirds of them go down 
Driven snow and it ever falling on fair 


And my love is like the sloe-blossom on the brown thorn-bush, | 2. Were I a boat- 


Alas! 


that I and you, oh affliction of my heart, are not In a mountain glen with the rising of the sun 
And 
It’s many a damp, dirty road and crooked 
little way Lie between me and the village where my little treasure is. | 4. My curse upon your 
father and your little mother too, That they didn’t give you a little sense to read my hand; It’s 
early in the morning Td send you the meaning of my story! My blessing be with you till I meet 
you alone. | 5. And, Holy Mary! what shall Ido if you go away from me? 


and the dew on the ground! | 3. I give my thousand farewells to you, village of the trees, 
every other village where my footsteps used to be! 


I know not your 
My little mother is distressed and my father in the grave, 
My people are all in anger with me, and my love far away! | 6. If now you are going from me, 
safely may you return, For surely you have killed the heart within my breast; I have no little 
skiff to send, nor a boat, after you. The sea is in flood between us, and I know not how to swim! 


house, your hearth or your abode ; 


No (1) is a Connemara version of a well-known song, and was given to 
me by Maggie Hession. 
The second air was given to me by a friend who is a native of Bekan, 


Co. Mayo. It is as he remembers it from the singing of his father. ‘lhe 
words are taken from “Cléinpesé no n§sevdeotl,’ Part I, No. 6. Other 


L 


ei 


versions have appeared in Hardiman’s “ Irish Minstrelsy,” vol. J, p. 234; 
O’Daly’s “ Poets and Poetry of Munster,” p. 238; Hyde’s “Love Songs of 
Connacht,” p. 30; Professor O’Maille’s “ Ampdin Cloinne Soedeat,” p. 127. 

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 451, and O’Neill in his collection gives 
three settings, Nos. 31, 52, and 33. 


40.—CEARC ASUS Coileac. 
(A HEN AND A COCK.) 
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e Mixo-Lydian mode. 








Sung by Miss Maceiz Hession, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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hénse nA syéeine, Sup 
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'Scuab ré an péipe iptesé go. D'L'ác-an 


hios. 


3.04 breicceá “ra “n coileac Lá &onais 'rna 
Tnárotb, 

haca bpeds Lapcain o’p Láimíní buroe, 

Ceicne ppup FA04 oen AI Fedo Spaimnesc, 


Tuip in & Láim, 'r é Tigeace map on Nig. 


4. S as Minleann na Leice, ’pead cusla mé 
An TACT 41) 

ds mnóil bi cocuiste Le bLácaé Seasóin 
thóin. 
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Sup thopbuig no mná é Le 'oúil inp 4 bredil ; 


cuih eso An 


“néine’? ip - céAc 45 an olige. 
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Leon. 
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"nd an Gao1 4 noeacaro o FZcdil ap fu 
Connose Miuiseo. 


6. Bi ceanc as Seásán Dán bud eire “ná 


peacos, 
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Dan. 
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pagal. same.” 
TRANSLATION. 


1. A hen and a cock set out together; They travelled Ireland till their hearts were broken. 


They went to Galway at the rising of the sun, Where they were both brought up by the law. | 
2. With William O’Helan they were a-grazing, Eating mountain berries and sleeping in the 
heather, ‘Till the sheriff came, nimbly and briskly, And whipped them both into Athenry. | 
3. If you were to see the cock in the streets on a Fair Day, With his fine straw hat and yellow 
A whip in his hand and he coming like the king. | 
4. It was at Millbrook [ heard talk of them, From the women who were fed on the buttermilk of 
Shane More. My little cock bird that I had for St. Martins That was killed by the women, 
in their desire for fresh meat. | 5. They took him in and they stripped his bones, And they 
spent that day merrily enough. Wouldn’t it be better for them buy a good joint of meat Than 
the way their reputation went through county Mayo? | 6. Shane Baun had a hen prettier than a 
peacock. She laid a hundred and one eggs in a day. The fox that killed hundreds made his 
appearance And took her away with him to Sliabane. | 7. Alas! she would dance a quadrille and 
a caper. Out on the stage opposite Dunmore, At the harbour of Galway she gave the first cackle. 
A feather was not yet pulled out of my game. | 8.I arose in the morning with the dew (on the 
ground), My strong hound with me and my little white dog. I saw the fox curled up and twisted 
Below in the cave and a stone on his head. | 9. I drew him back and he gave a groan, When I 
saw his eyes and the shanks of his paws. It was Thomas Burke, the miserable little boy, Who 
would find the hens and the cocks. | 10. “ Ochone !” says the hen as she went up on the roost, 
“ Ig not the story I have to tell tearful and sad? The father of my little ones, and the spouse of 
my bed, Going into the pot and a lid on its mouth.” | 11. “ Now,’ says the hen, “since I ama 
widow, A grain I’ll not pick till I go into the clay. But I give my curse both evening and morning 
To the women of Derrylahan who murdered my game.” 


gloves: Four long spurs of Spanish silver, 


This song was given to me by my friend Mageie Hession with four verses. 
These were almost identical with this much longer version, which appeared in 
the “Tuam News,” contributed by the late John Glynn, and printed in the 


“Romano Celtic” type, i.e. Roman type with dots for aspirates. This type 


(ea 16) 


was the invention of Canon Ulick Bourke, author of the Irish Grammar, and 
sometime President of St. Jarlath’s College, Tuam. It was first used in a 
monthly paper called the “Keltic Journal and Educator,” published in 
Salford, Manchester, about 1870. When this paper ceased publication, two 
years later, the type was used for the printing of “O’Gallagher’s Sermons,” 
and for the Irish column of the “Tuam News.” This paper also ceased 
publication about ten years ago, on the death of the editor, John McPhilpin, 
who was a nephew of Canon Bourke. 

Petrie took down this song from Teige McMahon, in Co. Clare, in 1853, 
but in his “ Ancient Music of Ireland ” he states :—‘ The words of this song 
are inadmissible in this work.” . 

The “Muilleann no Leice ” mentioned in the song is Millbrook, about 
seven miles from Tuam. It was the home of John Birmingham, the 
distinguished astronomer, whose relatives still live in the neighbourhood. 
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his is an example of the improvised “game ” or “ occupation ” songs, 
once so common among the people, but now practically no more than a 
memory. ‘they generally consisted of a refrain in which all joined, the same 
air being then used for a couple of improvised lines, of a more or less personal 
nature, made up in turn by each member of the gathering, after which all 
would again join in the chorus. 

Petrie has several examples of these songs. 
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Sung by Miss Mary Conway, 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. Iam a poor traveller, Walking the south: To Art O’Kelly’s house, I chanced to come 
one night. I had not even a quilt Which would be around me, But a cold empty house Without 
one person in it. | 2. Art came into me, Furious and threatening. He didn’t say, “What's 
dara?” Until he accosted me, “What in the dickens? But fellow, where do you be, Or 
what in the mischief Turned you into my territory!” | 3. I addressed him In leisurely 
fashion, That I was a poor traveller Who came by this way, ThatIjust came in Only to 
rest myself, And that if I sat abroad by the hedge Cold and jong would the night be. | 4. “Not 
often has a traveller Come into my house, Noone ever came, And no one ever will. I have 
in my house Only myself and my daughter, Andif my father were living A taste of food I'd 
not offer him.” | 5. “ A miserable man must the father be Who had you forason, If you 
wouldn’t give him Fire’s heat nor shelter. The Apostles be praised That you’re not of my 
family ; . For you are not one Who acts like a Christian.” | 6. “Why didn’t you rest yourself 
Beside some fence or shelter And not come tomy house At this,time of night? That, or to go 
to a tavern And spend your money there: When I travelled myself That's what I used to 
do.” | 7. “ Leave off your clowning Now, Art, and don’t think it, You'll not put me out As 
easily as you imagine. There is no ale house Within five miles of us, And my fear would be 
great That the fairies would meet me.’’ | 8. “ A wretched cowardly man are you And you are 
very eager; Likely you never read The Scriptures or the Bible. Such things there never 
were And never will be, They’re only old women’s pishogues, The stock that you sprung 
from. | 9. Neither do I know What fool of a tramp you may be, Who might steal my hat, My 
coat, and my trousers; Who might steal the hammer 17d have in the rafters And clear off in 
the morning Before my household awakened.” | 10. “I'm not a man of that kind, Art, and do 
not think so, But a well-mannered boy Of the native stock of the country. I go to my bed 
At the fall of the evening, And Idon t rise in the morning Till I am called a hundred times.” | 
11. Art went to sleep After an hour of the night. Because of the insult (to me) May he never 
get up again! Ashe didn’t order forme Fire or shelter, But (left me) seated on a chair And 
his daughter beside me. | 12. The daughter spoke (to me) In gentle conversation. “ Are you in 
your senses Or is your wife living? If only I knew You were a person of repute, I’d get ready 
your bed And put you lying in it.” | 18. “ Treasure of my soul, And pulse of my heart! You’re 
no daughter of Art, For you're kindly and homely. If 1 were not afraid That you were my 
relation, My love for you would be great, My generous girl.’’ | 14. “If only [knew That you 
were not my relation, I'd make ready your bed And put you lying init. I'd put my gown over 
you For the night, And surely I'd spend with you A month of friendship.” 


Sung to me by Mary Conway, Ballintleva, ‘Tuam. 

For the history of this song and another long version of it see “CeóLcaib 
lod,” p. 41. A version was printed in the “ Dundalk Democrat” in 1907, 
with a refrain, “17 im bó”; and in another version I have seen the refrain, 
Mieco OO. en have been interested to find this Western version of this 
song, as I have been told that it is equally well known in the North and the 
South. I have left the air in the key in which it was sung to me. 
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43.—cúinne MsiReE (i). 
(MARYS SPINNING WHEEL.) 


| Sung by Miss Mary Conway, 
o = 108 Ballintleva, Tuam. 
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44.—-TuIRNe MARE (ii). 
(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.) 


As sung by Patrick GARVEY, 
= 100 Headford, Co. Galway. 
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(MARY'S SPINNING WHEEL.) 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. Oh, gentle Mary! Christmas is nigh, Now with the help of the High King, Cast your 
wheel from me, away to the demon, With its three new legs from Spain on it: Spindle from 
A band of silk the best in this 
And your spinning wheel will be satisfactory. | 2. Mary’s wheel is the satisfactory wheel, 


London, stock from Limerick, Distaff from above in Leinster, 
land, 
It has travelled through a great part of Ireland. There’s not a hill or glen to which it has gone 
Where it did not show its good qualities. It spent a day on the brink of Kinsale, At a bend in the 
mountain valley; The fairy women on the side of Knock-Ma Spun with it lawn and cambric. | 


The 
spit was made from the bones of the old horse, And they threw it down before Mary. Four were 


3. Down at Wicklow the spindle-band was made Something more than three months ago, 


spinning from morn till eve, And eight were carding at night. Was it not poor spinning for the 


And they half exhausted, spinning that day ? | 4. It isn’t my wife who sits at 
And 
The post was crooked (?), a cross-beam rigid, A distaff 
They threw me down the rattling wheel, 


girls of the house, 
the wheel, 


her hands keeping it in position. 


But Eveleen, polite and well mannered: The foot-board directed by her foot, 
bent and useless. Without sound or tune or order 
in it. | 5. Is not that the wheel that is gentie and tireless, That broke my heart without 
a cure for me, Going over the sea seeking strength, And not a thread would it spin? A wheel, 
and bobbin, stock and spindle band, A pair of hands directing it, Let it be brought to me whole 
or broken, It's a bad case or I’ll mend it. | 6. Isn't it hard for this spinning wheel to endure, At 
the hands of madmen and flyaway jacks (?), 
In the hut beside the hill? 


With her new spindle a lax-a-loodle 


With the trickery of fairies coming to waken us, 
A merry housewife, clever and nimble, Attending to three people 
And powerless to help them! | 7. On the 
parish priest be all the blame, For he spent the morning with it, If he isn’t able to drive away 


and carding 


this host, Or offer up the Holy Office. There isn’t a Sunday from November on That he doesn’t 
go through the vestments; Do you not pity Mary troubled and annoyed Without the makings 
of his surplice? | 8. After all I have said, it isn’t in tune, Until I send it off to-morrow 


Creat) 


Down to Killala to see the Bishop, That he may take it up in his hand. For it was cursed and 
cannot be blessed, Till it comes to the Hill of St. Patrick, With the size of its snout and the 
amount it would swallow, Four couldn’t keep spinning with it. | 9. A cure for my wheel there is 
not anywhere With Priest, Brother, or Cleric Until Mac Ruane comes who is in the crannoge 
Away up on the side of the mountain. For ’tis he has the way of speaking to it In language to 
suit the occasion: If there’s truth in the words which he said to the spokes, It will rise up into 
the skies. 


I think there 1s no part of Connacht where this song is not known, nor is 
there anyone who does not understand the threat implied in the phrase, “Tl 
give him Cúinne Masri.” It needs a good “blas” and a very nimble tongue, 
such as only a native speaker possesses, to do justice to this song. 

Mary Conway, from whom I got the first air, sings it in a fine swinging 
style. 

The second air is the more familiar one. I took it down many years ago 
from Mr. Patrick Garvey—then a student of St. Jarlath’s College, Tuam— 
and I heard it afterwards from many others. 

The third air I never heard before; it was sent to me by my friend 
Mrs. Conor Maguire, Claremorris, Co. Mayo. 

A version of this song was published a few years ago by Gill and Son, 
Dublin, to the same air as No. (11), and the editor there states that the author 
of the song was a Mayo man, Owen MacGowan by name, who was known as 
the “ Poet of Coolearney,” Ballyconlan, Co. Mayo. The heroine of the song 
is Méipe Jordan, an old lady, feeble and half blind, upon whom some 
practical joker plays a trick, by putting her wheel out of order. She, 
unaware of this, attributes its defection to the malice of the fairy host, and 
she is here supposed to be travelling from place to place seeking a cure 
for it. 

As with all the more popular songs, it has evidently become much 
corrupted, and it is difficult to make much sense of it now. 
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(SHOHEEN-SHO.) 
| Sung by a little girl from the Claddagh, 
e = 12 Galway. 
is 2 Se MRR Ea ae Sc SHEAAH 
5 pave a NS SN so ee — ieee SiE Sa 
w—-“——e——-e——e e—--—a——e—a——x——-—-——e—— 
ime —-—fs—9”——— -€6 _ it —»g. gg — gg — 
Le 2Oo cuippinn-pe rem, mo) Leanbd & coulao, *S ni mah eo 
Sun 
ae na oga um Sior ca Ns cis asa gais, oe wae 
a ee ee ee OR ee eee an eee aw 
Be Cre est ere SR ee |e á moor ise aice m0 
cuip-pead mnda ná mbooac Sur a bpluroin nó 1 mbpnditlin 





























PERE Ss et SRS SEA oh ES Sees GREK T ye eT Shea 
SS Se es eee 






















































































eee)! Paice roey ire CIPIRE) eas GPG Die aL 
banna, Ace 41 octiabám an AIR An Saoi “2A Dogs: Seó h-in 
kart 
i bheas cas Ga i acais == a 
Sg ee Oe re ee er ee ee eels ee 
me as lul La, leo, Seo) b-in “eo “yy ca” mo Leanb. Seó h-in 
EP ei Pea ee = erat A iad Eat 
: poil > oP? inno i bas aca a si AS eee = +} 
eed Fa mae et eee SS Ri sa ass ah Sa g—— é Ss e @-— 





peo Te BING Ay a leó, Seó h-in yeo “r cú réin, mo Leanb. 


For second and third verses. 


ee a SEIRA SUEEH Guin EOIS FSS Cn EE EE “Eas ee wor 
-€6—” 




























































































a ee 
2.00 cup finn - re réin mo LeanbB 4 coolas, La bneás 
—b— pe ES EN oeéese Aodha co ANNA seach eee NEES 
[ pone Sa End ig i Fe o =~-e——@ “i” = Ore he os a he, 
AD se i I Hi mais 7 ae Aaa GA @ 
snéine IOS OA Noolais, Op un - Lán Leat-an op Dánn an 
Db se Ree NS “f= ne arc ee aN f= Sul one ee 
ge eg = was Sd ear a claim, amas 
aS via af 2 a= Tie 
Ccnuic, Co bun na scpainn-ce. A 7 stn Cao. 24 bos-ad. 
3. Cooail, a Leinb, asur so mbad coolad ndn buailró an cotlag nd sperm an báir cú 
plan owt Salpa na Leanb, nd an bolsac Epdnoa. 


Sp '00 Goolad Fo 'OCUSA10 TU VO TLáince: Seó h-in red, ete. 


eo) 


1. With my arms I'll lay you to rest, my 2. I’ll lay you to rest in a sleep untroubled 


baby, On a quiet day in the height of summer, 
And not as the wife of a bodach would lay On the broad clean floor of the hills, on the 
you summit, 
In a blanket’s fold or a sheet to swathe you, In shade of the trees, with breezes to lull you. 
But a cradle of gold with the wind to sway 
you. 3. And into your rest may pleasant dreams 
come, 
Shoheen sho, and lú la 16, And health be yours, my babe, from your 
Shoheen sho, my darling baby ; sleeping ; 
Shoheen shé, and lú la ló, And I pray that no colic or child's diseases, 
Shéheen shó, my own sweet baby. Nor any finger of death may reach you. 


I heard a little girl from the Claddagh singing this song on one occasion 
when I was acting as adjudicator at a Féis at Galway. I knew the Petrie 
version of the song very well, so that I was able to note the slight variants 
in the words. I learned the air afterwards from her, but unfortunately I 
omitted writing it down. Later, however, I heard that Mr. O’Sullivan, N.T., 
organist of St. Patrick’s Church, Galway, had taken it down from the same 
child, and I wrote to him asking for his record. I was fortunate in having 
done so, for in addition to sending me this air—which was exactly as I 
remembered it—he enclosed another fine air, “An Dpumnitlin Deurpos,” 
which he had taken down from an old man in Barna, Galway. The httle girl 
told me she had learned the song from her grandmother, who came from 
Clare. 

Petrie has a beautiful air to this song, No. 1011; but I think the barring 
is wrong, as the strong beat falls on an unaccented word. 

I had first written this song in Hi time, as also had Mr. O’Sullivan, but, not 
being quite satisfied, I applied to a musical friend who is also a Gaelic 
scholar, and we agreed to render it as it is here given. 

A fine translation of the Petrie version was made years ago by 
Dr. George Sigerson, and the air was arranged by Sir Charles Stanford. 
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“án CAI In oOCAS OS 
(THE PRETTY YOUNG GIRL.) 


Sung by Miss BripGet Forpg, 
Sylane, Tuam. 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. The pretty young girl I am in search of, My tormenting sorrow, that her I don’t meet, 
When I go to the tavern, the dance, or the merry-making! But I shall follow her in the road at 
the hour of midnight. | 2. As you are an honest man, who travels much, Get for mea jewel who 


Et 


will be my wife. Don’t seek after wealth of sheep, or of kine, But I will tell you how you will 
select her. | 8. Let her be kindly and young, without sadness or ill-humour, Sufficiently skilled 
in everything, Intelliggnt and pretty, and without too much pride; Such would be my treasure 
though she had not a penny. | 4. Were I so depraved as to run away with a woman, Is 
not that the thing that would go abroad; We would never have anything but trouble and 
quarrelling, And she would sympathise with nothing my hand would take. | 5. However quiet 
the women are, the mischief is in them, Which prophet or poet cannot describe: All of 
their love that would ever enter my breast, Would be from the ebb to the flow of the tide. 


I first heard this song from Mr. Sheridan, N.'I., Milltown, and have since 
heard it from many others. I think its popularity is largely due to 
Mr. Michael 'limony, who published the words of it in his “Amháin Goedilse 


? 


on topcoat.” Iam including it here without his permission, as I do not know 
where he is. I have been told that he returned to Australia. 
In a note on the song he states that he took it down from a man in 


Achill, Co. Mayo. See also “ Amydin Clainne Soevest,” p. 38. 
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2. D's an hdcaipin pus “n-a peapatn 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. The little grey cat was walking prettily, When she found her little son stretched (dead), 
And ’twas only a year since she found her family Cast out and drowned in atrench. The 
little white cat, white, white, The little white cat, Breed’s cat, The little white cat, snowy 
white, That was drowned in the trench. | 2. The little mother stood upright When she found 
her little son dead; She brought him in and made a bed for him, 
him, | 3. Andrew, the blind, had some of her family, And they came together to lament 
him. I am sure if Barry hears it, He will regret the death of Breed’s cat. | 4. He broke no chest, 
nor lock of the neighbours, Nor did he destroy the cows’ butter. And you never heard such 
discourse, As the mice had in telling of it | 5. His eye was grey, his walk was pretty, His step 
was light and active: And Td far rather be going into the clay, Than that the province of 
Munster should hear of it. | 6. The little white cat had a hump on his back As big as a three- 
pint jug. Wasn’t he a fine show for the gentry to see, Poll, Breed’s pretty little cat ? | 
7. Walter's Martin will put a wooden coffin on him, And it’s he that is well able. 
not for the time at which he died We should have every cause for lamenting. 


And then began to lament 


And were it 


I took this song down from Miss Annie Hession (now Mrs. Keane), who 
heard it in Spiddal. It was taught to the school children there by Mr. ‘lhomas 
Colman, N.'l'., now Inspector of schools. He tells me he heard some of the 


old people in the neighbourhood singing it. It was first printed in “Siamypo 


an Seimyrd,” p. 99. 


Gave) 


49.— An cA1Ss10e4C bán. 


(FAIR CASSIDY.) 


Sung by tmáincín Us Opr4in, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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Ip qos-thén m’ faiccíor noin Rig ns 
n5paroa 

Nac beuil pé 1 nodn so ocíocrao pao, 

Moan ip mó mo pescaid nd Leac Cpuaire’ 
Pdoprarc, 


Mar Seall an Spd o Tug mé 0’ Ansin thao. 


Sur 4 Cúilín oonn-vear apn CALL me no 


sp doaith Leac 6. Sivo i Tapainn i, an esla Dán-oear, 


nNdn Fá5210 cú no Spsypoai, muy n-éaluigin sup i com sLéapca Le-bean an bit: 
liom. Tuas may Senedd 4 1 mbpuinn a mdcan, 
Maypip Le has ao mo bap 4 pugad 1. 

5. Dí mé1 scoLáirce so ham mo besnptas nil bun cibe ná cuLán ctiméeall 
dsur inp on Apo-pgoil an fesd cúis 


bliadain 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. I was one fine day making a pilgrimage to the Reek, And was going down on the far side 
of it, In quest of the girl who left my mind troubled And made my heart like a lump of coal. 
My shoulders swelled right up to my ears, And death sent me a short, sharp summons, And all 
Said that a hard lot had befallen fair Cassidy. | 2. At the head 
of the stairs is the flower of maidens, She is the joyful maiden of the white breasts. Alas! that 


she is not mine without conquest or money, 


_ who heard my story at the time 


And now in my bands without reckoning to pay. 
I would build her a house in view of the road And procure a coach for her children: And my 
girl of the amber hair, if you milked the cow for me, I wouldn’t mind how you would tie sheaves 
in Autumn. | 3. Isn’t it a strange reason by which you made me believe That the grass would 
not grow up through the land, That the moon would not give light over Ireland, And that the 
stars would not shine at the fall of night? There is no strength nor vigour in the heat of the 
But until the fishes shall swim in a waterless sea, And the floods shall rise above the tops 
of the mountains, I will never desert the love of my heart. | 4. I spent a time learning the English 
language, And the clergyman told me my accent was good: For another long while was I without 
an atom of sense, But just as the birds on the tops of the trees. Out at night, without shelter 
And snow falling heavily in the valley below; And my pretty girl for whose sake I 
May you not get grace if you don’t come away with me. | 5. I was at 
College till the age of shaving, And five more years in the High School, Where I got education 
But my bitter grief! I broke through it all. Great is my fear 
before the King of Grace That I am not destined to come to salvation, For my sins are greater 
than half of Croagh Patrick On account of the love I gave the steward’s daughter. | 6. There 
she is going past us, the pretty white swan, 


sun, 


or cover, 
have lost my degree, 


and advice from the Church, 


And she as well dressed as a woman could be: 
Alas! that she was born in the womb of her mother, For she was born to be the death of 
me. There is no sedge-bottom nor hillock around, Nor any pleasant glen that my love 
frequents In which music is not played both day and night; And may Christ help fair-haired 
Cassidy. 


ae 


1 wrote down this air from Martin O’Brien, N.T., Belclare, Tuam, who 
learned it from an old man in Ballycastle, Co. Mayo, with the exception of 
the slight variants in the first verse. He sang it to the version published in 
“Ampsdin Clainne Saevest,” p. 22, by Professor O’Maille, five verses of 
which I give here with his permission. 

I got another version from Pat O'Neill, Drumgriffin, who sang it to the 
same air as “Anaé-Cusin”; and a third one from the late John Glynn, Tuam. 

Professor O’Maille in his volume on Carolan (/rish Yeats Society, vol. xvii) 
says that Cassidy was a poet of North and East Connacht, but probably came 
originally from Ulster. 

In “Siampa on Send” there is a song given under the title “An 
Catapaé Dán.” | 

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1269. 


50.—tTomdssS DAN MAC AODASAIN. 


(FALR THOMAS EGAN.) 
Sung by Mr. Pat O’NeIt1, 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. Coming from the wake-house I first knew my love, My torment and my sorrow, that I 
did not spend the night at home. The pang goes right through me, and for ever rests in my 
heart. Ah! my treasure, if you will not come with me, I won’t be alive in a month. | 2. Thomas 
Bán came to visit me, when I was lonely by myself, And he said, “ Don’t be troubled, or in any 
way upset, It’s your flowing hair has distracted me, and on that account I shall be hanged : 
And you are dearer to me than my mother whom I leave behind me.” | 3. Oh! neighbours and 
advisers, do not blame me If I went to give the information to the bright treasure of my heart. 
I never got a bad account of him since the day I was born, And if I only saw him going the 
boreen it would raise up my heart. | 4. We are summoned to Kilkenny, and we must go; There 
will be Quarter Sessions there of Irishmen and foreigners. There will be only one pair adjudged, 
and they, alas! will be hanged, Namely, Fair Thomas Egan, and Whelan by his side. | 5. Ob! 
Fair Thomas, assuredly you are the love and treasure of my heart. Oh! Thomas, whom I loved 
beyond the young men of the world. You will surely be hanged unless God's grace assists you, 
And, oh God! what a crime it would be such a fair plant as he. | 6. Oh! Fair Thomas Egan, ’tis 
my grief that you’re going away, And I am not surprised that your mother is sad after you. 
If you were on your death-bed before her, she would never mind your being sick, But to be 
hanged by the heels and the rain beating down on your back! | 7. It was not the robbing of a 
monastery or of a church that my love had done, It wasn’t meat or fat that he coveted, or any 
thing of the kind. And may 
he who loves the foreigners, may he lose his head. | 8. There will be a fine strong guard coming 
with the love of my heart; There will be Fitzgerald of Cluandaly, and the red army of the King. 
Young Major O’Connell will be there, and Kelly of Cluan-ee; And if only I had three men like 


young O'Connell, the treasure of my heart would not be hanged. 


But on account of the cattle of Stanley, he was hanged, my grief! 


@ 763) 


I got the words and air of this song from Mr. Pat O’Neill, Drumeriffin. 
With slight variants the song is given in “Athpdin Clainne Saeveat,” p. 45. 
Professor O’Maille in the notes appended to the song says that Egan was a 
Mayo man who “ ran away” with the daughter of a man named Stanley, one 
of the privileged English settlers. The eloping party were pursued by 
Stanley, and Egan was seized and cast into prison. In accordance with the 
peculiar administration of the law of the time, where a mere Irishman was 
concerned, the sentence passed on him was “to be hanged by the heels.” But 
tradition has it (though verse 7 seems to the contrary) that his lady-love 
composed this song for the occasion and secured his pardon. 

Mr. Philip Waldron tells me that the song is still very popular in 
Connemara. 


The air is a well-known one. For variants see Petrie, Nos. 26, 48, and 
105. 


51.—ORO, nile SRO. 
(ORO, MY THOUSAND LOVES.) 


Sung by Mrs. Horan, Milltown, 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. Oró, my thousand loves, Here’s boberé come to bother you till the bright day comes. | 
2. Here’s a penny for you, and don’t be annoying me. | 3. If you have a penny piece, go and buy 
a load of herrings. | 4. May a peeled potato with a moon in its middle choke you. | 5. You are a 
liar, little old man, those are lies you are telling. | 6. Skib and skab bracked skins, and it isn’t a 
lie I am telling. | 7. Your love’s nose would make a fine coulter for a plough. | 8. Musha! your 
love’s nose would make a fine pocket pistol. | 9. To walk in Killclooney on a dewy morning with 
my love. | 10. That I might walk the church field on my knees with my love. | 11. You’d see 
beyond in England the radiance of my love. | 12. There is the yellow blush of consumption on 
the cheeks of your love. | 13. My love went through this town in his jaunting car. | 14. Your love 
did not pass this townland since he stole the white gander. | 15. A caroline from Ballindine and 
leggings out of Claremorris. | 16. Up and down, etc. :— | 17. My love went to England to earn a 
pound a day. | 18. Your love went to England to live at the women’s expense. | 19. My love went 
to England to buy cloth for a mantle. | 20. I'd dance a reel with the treasure of my heart beside 
the white rock. | 21. Sheela and John have the little seven-acre field. | 22. Your love has stocked 
the seven-acre field with crows. | 23. Sheela and John have a little sandy road through the 
marsh, | 24. If there was a grain of pepper on your lip no bobero would be better. | 25. I thought 
for a time, long ago, that my love was a steward’s son. | 26. It’s lies you’re telling, you leprehaun 
and you ragman. | 27. Many a time the tail man bought potatoes from the small man. | 28. Soft 
water and yellow tow, which is all the old women get. | 29. God and Mary prevent it; it’s nicely 


they rock the cradle. 
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Sung by Mrs. Hozray, Milltown, 
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2. Sal-it-nt-aep-i, RU-nt-sepi-1, 
Bridget Burke, & buail ap an mbeul mé, 


Sal-10-nG-sep-i, Ru-nt-sep-i. 


réin 04am, Sal-10 - nú - sep -1 


Ru-nti - sep-1. 


3. Sal-it-nt-aey-1, Ru-nb-sepi-t, 
Dennis Flannery, & beam so h-éas OUT, 


Salert-nt-sep-i, Rú-nú-aen-í. 


TRANSLATION. 


1... . . You will go over and find my love forme.|2.. . 


struck me on the mouth. |3.. . . 


Bridget Burke, who 


Denis Flannery, whom I give for ever to you. 


sa Di Líon bi. 
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Sung by Mrs. Hozan, Milltown, 
Tuam. 
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2. bí liom bi, "an 100’ ná bi, 
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3. Di Liom bi, “an n'0d’ nd bi, 


liom "ap. nod” nd 


Cé an bean 65 4 Gaill & cporve? 
'S bi liom bi; "ass 100" ná bi. 


4. Di Liom bi, ’ay 06’ na bi, 
Seasan Mac h010 4 TH1F Peso mo Cp\o1ve. 
'S bi Liom bi, "an nó” ná bi. 


TRANSLATION. 


In a bed of 
Who is the young woman who lost her heart? 


1... . . Where shall we put the married couple to sleep? |2... . 
turze at the end of the house.|3.. .. . 


4, . John McHugh it is would raise up my heart. 


eee) 


51, 52, and 53. Those three numbers are examples of the game or 
occupation songs given to me by Mrs. Hoban. The couplets of No. 51 are as 
she remembered singing them in her youth. They were not all improvised, 
as I have heard some of them from other sources. They are as a rule very 
personal in character, but I suppose half their attraction lay in the fact 
that, under cover of the game, the singer could be insulting with impunity. 

For other airs of this class see Petrie, Nos. 1367, 1368, 1869; 1566 and 
1474, 


54—’S§ ORO, DOWNEY. 


(ORO, DOWNEY.) 
Sung by Mrs. Hozay, Milltown, 



















































































6° = 120 Dorian mode. Tuam. 
pee As 
No NN er ——-—— 
—6———a5 IT T——RT— — ” e ? 3 —— 
Bui Bees Ieee Eas ee Oe le ee ee hi 
Mies aren eee ge alee T1 de 7 zs 
IS ó - 0, Down - ey, “Só - nó dee, TA Downey "n-a 
! —X—xT-a TD feces Nie ee gg GN Ne 
i hecmanens Racanreaer shee a EEA, S20 Gt Eois Lois ee meet Melee 
——-— #__9—_,- +, 3s “—1_f ——— — = 
coo-Lao T nán éin -1516 ré coiroc'! cá Downey 1 Lincoln, ’y cé Downey 1 
aa SS SS ee EA AC 
——&——e —-—$A———g—————— fF 
ce dio act 0 eae aa [a 
Pat anes Brae Dita ene 61, 6. 6 á 
Leeds, 'S cé Downey ’n-o COOLAOs Hen éis is Fe  Corod’.’S — 6 = nO, 
ek 
{otic ee anmeia SRA SS’ PAS RTPA IE BST TE 
f gre Ne es eS ee 
ga a fo sia sa 
Down-ey 'ró-nó dee,'rcé Downey “n-a cécolsed’pndn éimsío pé corbc. 
2. TS Downey 1 Lincoln, 'r cé Downey: Leeds, — 4. & chuinnú 540 na scatlini rábáilt an 
'S có Downey 'n-& co'oLao, T nop éist é fein 
cor0c’, CÁ Downey n-a éo'oLao rnáivéifas ro ré co10C’, 
'S ónó, Downey, “r ónó dee, 'S ónó, Downey, etc. 


T4 Downey n-a Coolad, rnán é11$10 pé coroc”. 


5. TS Downey 1 n5aillim, 'r cá Downey 1 


53. Cais mé reacc reaócmhaAine “r ceitne Lá sCLuanrín, 

meus, Td Downey ’n-s cooled ’p nán E1uigid ré 
Có Downey “n-a Coolad,’p nap éin 519 ré coróc', coro’. 
's óró, Downey, etc. 'S 6nd, Downey, ete. 





% There is a peculiar note which occurs in the word ‘dee.’ It is neither C nor CE. I heard 
Mrs. Hoban sing it many times, and she never varied. 


O 


Co Ui) 


TRANSLATION. 

1... . . Downey is asleep, and may he never get up! . . . . | 2. Downey is in Lincoln, and 
Downey is in Leeds..... | 3. I spent seven weeks and fourteen days,.... | 4. Gathering 
the girls for saving the hay. . . . .|5. Downey is in Galway, and Downey is in Cluan- 
sheen. 

This song differs from the preceding ones in that it seems to have been 
used not so much as an occupation song as a “wake game.” Mrs. Hoban 
tells me that she remembers this song being sung in her youth, but only on 
the occasion of the wake of an old person. Such practices, however, have long 
since ceased among the Western peasantry. It is not easy now to get even 
an accurate account of how the game was played. I have been told that one 
of the gathering simulated the dead man, stretching himself across some 
chairs and covering himself with a sheet. The others who took part in the 
game would then gather round and sing verses, for the most part of an 
impromptu kind, until the seemingly dead man would get tired and come to 
life again. 

Lady Wilde speaks of these rude dramas and games in her “Myths and 






























































Legends.” 
55.—ANAC-CUAN, 
(ANNAGHDOWN.) 
) Sung by Pat O'Ngirr, 
= 68 Dorian mode. Drumeriffin, Co. Galway. 
gs En 
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2. nán hop an c-10ongZnad of céthain nA 
noaoine 

ó breicrince rince an cúl a scinn, 

Sppesvsd AT caoinesod vO TSAnnnóca0 
aoine 

Spuss 074 cr1aprod 'T An Cpneaé 074 proinn. 

O01 buacaillive 654 ann Tigeace an FOS aiq, 

O’A ríneab sp Cpndcapn, ’p 04 ocabaipnc so 
CiUL; 

'S sup b'é sleur 4 bpórca vo b4 074 
otopnam 

'S a V140 nd SLoipe, ndn hon an pealt! 


3. &nnrú'o O14 h-doine ELuinzed an caoinesd 

ós teact SAC caob, asur Sspeaosd bor, 

d’p & Lán can 01d06e Thom cuinreac cLaoroTe 

San ced Le vésanamh acd ACC 2’ T1neso 
cop\p. 

ó. 014 ”r a Cpiorcsa ov’ fulaing ioobaipc 

Vo ceannms [50] Fipinneaé an boés ’r an 
noct 

So Pdnptap naothta Fo ocugaip poop Leac 

Sac [cpeaciip] v106 án Tut fFao1 on 
Lot. 


4. milledn séan an an ionso cesonasa 

np Lapard peule ann ’p nán éir5196 Sun, 

Do báic an méao HO 00 Thiol 1 n-éinfesét 

So Sarlluth ap sonac 50 moc VDiaproaoin. 

Na rn So Sleupsd cliat “sur céaco, 

Do tTpeabsd bnhéanna ’p 00 Epaitead gríol, 

AT n& mná 04 héin pin 00 Deanfad Face son 
puro 


Do priothpad bnéro asur anaipic cool. 


5. DaiLe-CLáin 00 b4 anaice Lainie 

fíon Leis an c-40 0616 4 Sabail anior, 

Ó: an Dár com Léroip nac ocus ré cáinoe 

'O”aon hac MSTA 04, Puzad path. 

muna ppéal 4 ceapod 0616 an Lá fo 4 
mbarote 

ó Ri no n5pspa nan Docc an n19, 

&ét 4 Scaillesad wile san Loc ná róile, 

Le rean-báo spdnna ’p 140 Láim Le Tip. 


1, If my health is spared I'll be long relating 
Of that boat that sailed out of Anach Cuain, 
And the keening after of mother and father 
And child by the harbour, the mournful croon! 
O King of Graces, who died to save us, 

’T were a small affair for but one or two, 

But a boat-load bravely in calm day sailing 
Without storm or rain to be swept to doom. 


2. What wild despair was on all the faces 

To see them there in the light of day, 

In every place there was lamentation 

And tearing of hair as the wreck was shared ; 

And boys there lying when crops were ripening, 

From the strength of life they were borne to 
clay ; 

In their wedding clothes for their wake they 
robed them, 

O King of Glory, man’s hope is vain. 


3. And then on Friday you'd hear them crying 

On every side as their hands they wrung, 

And morning found them unnerved and power- 
less 

When the laying out of each corpse was done. 

O Jesus Christ, by the Cross You died on, 

To offer Your life for the poor and the slave, 

Bring them safely home to the light of glory, 

Oh! rest the souls of the drowned that day! 


4. Misfortune light on the spot they died in, 
May no star shine there or dawning ray, 

It drowned such numbers who made the journey 
That fatal Thursday to Galway fair ; 

Men who could manage the plough and harrow, 
And break the fallow and scatter seed, 1 
And women whose fingers were deft and nimble 
To spin fine linen and frieze to weave. 


5. On the shore beside Ballyclare was lying, 
But fate was unkind when they made for port; 
Strong Death was sudden, no pity stirred him, 
No mother’s son could escape his stroke. 

If their drowning day wasn’t fixed and fated, 
O King of Graces, their lot was hard, 

Not on lake nor ocean, yet weak and hopeless, 
In a wretched boat, and in sight of land. 
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6. AMS na nHpdra Cnutarg Neath ap Panpcsr 
ór a 06, c14 an cár oúinn beipt no TON 
dct LA com bneds pin Fan S 6016 Fan baiptesc, 
Asup Lán [an] 6410 aca ‘00 oul so cóin, 

Bmp an bdo asur bé1Tead NA Ddoine, 

Spap na caog anonn ran crnóm, 

yp & Oé, naé annyin bi an c-áh MO VEANTS 


Ap &0n Fean DES our octap mn. 


7. 01 aisne a’p máicne ann, mná “sur póir- 
w10e, 

ós sol pas sánsaoil ’p ag Feile na noeon, 

ó'T mná 04 perp pin 00 DEanfad Aon huo 

Vo fniomhpad bpéroin a’p anainc Cool. 

ó Tomaip th Cacail, ba món an ppéal cú 

Do Treabsa bhanna 00 Curipped piol 

Np & liaéta buaéaill vo ónaicreao Lath 
leac, 

Mo Leun ’p cú bároce 1 n-ónac-Cuoin. 


8. & Seás ain tt Corsain ba hop an rseul, cú 
Sun fear cú arath 1 Luins ná 1 mbáo 
ór & Liaéta coircéim Lúcman fiúbail cú 
O Lonóun anall so 001 DéalL-chác, 
An vain 00 Paorl cú pndth 00 'oéanaih 
Rug na mná 654 ops bop a’p Tall, 
'8 cup T&01L 00 martin 04 mbáicríóe céao 
rea 
So ociucpa péin "baile pldn. 


9. Bi MAipe Me Rusddin ann, buimnedn 
sLéseal, 

ón cailín ppéipeatharl bi asainn pan ón; 

'SLeur yi i réin so moc 014 Ceavsoin 

Le oul cum aonais o Cnoc VDeslain, 

O1 cóca uit DE TOSS ón éa 015 

Cáipín lace a’p fubínro bán', 

ósur 0 FÁs rí o MAcpin bpdnac cnáiore 


ós peile no noedp air 50 bnhátc. 


10. Lopgad pléibe agsu ppallod cléibe 

dp an Áic ap Eagavap, & T milledn cpuard, 

Map ’p 1omvoa cnéaciip o'rás Té oF Heapi- 
sol 


ós pilead ’p a5 Eapcaoin Fac marvin Luain. 


6. O King of Graces, who died to save us, 

’T were a small affair for but one or two, 
But a boatload bravely in calm day sailing, 
Without storm or rain, to be swept to doom! 
The boat sprang a leak and let all the people 
And frightened sheep out adrift on the tide ; 
It beats all telling what fate befell them, 
Eleven strong men and eight women to die! 


7. What calling and crying of mother and child 
then, 

Of husband and wife, what despair and tears, 

And women whose fingers were deft and nimble 

To spin fine linen, and frieze to weave. 

Ah ! ’tis you were matter for grief, Tom Cahill, 

You’d plough the fallow, o’er furrows you'd 
stoop, 

And men around took your handshake proudly, 

My erief, and you drowned now in Anach Cuain. 


8. We mourn your loss, too, brave Sean 
O’Cosgair, 

You towered aloft in the ship or the boat, 

And a long, long journey you came amongst us, 

Across from London to Béaltra’s shore. 

When you tried to win to the shore by 
swimming, 

You were held by women, your strength they 
broke ; 

But your mother was proud, and she’d say 
about you, 

Though a hundred were drowned, you’d come 
safely home. 


9. And Mary Ruane, too, the star of maidens, 
The sky-bright lady, the light of our lives, 
She was long preparing, that morning early, 
To go to the fair dressed up like a bride, 

In a coat well made with a narrow waist-band, 
A cap of lace and streamers of white; 

But her mother awaited her footstep vainly, 
And never a day comes to dry her eyes. 


10. May burning mountains come tumbling 
down on 

That place of drowning, may curses fall, 

For many’s the soul it has filled with mourning 

And left without hope of a bright day’s dawn. 


Soe 


Ni vi0g bail eóLair v0 óuin 074 OTpéorpi 140 The cause of their fate was no fault of sailing, 
ócCc m1i-40 mop bi pan sCairLeán Nuasd, ’T was the boat that failed them, the Caisleán 
Sé cyiocnugud oan abpdin sun báiceao Nuadh, 

mónán And left me to make with a heart that’s breaking 
DO’ P45 SdBap DdLAIP as Anaé-Cuain. This lamentation for Anach Cuain. 


I took this song down from my friend Pat O'Neill, who lives at Drum- 
oriffin, Annaghdown. I never heard it sung to any other air than the one 
given. The poem was composed by Raftery to commemorate the terrible 
disaster which befell the people of Annaghdown when on their way to the 
Fair in Galway. 

About thirty villagers with ten sheep and other goods set off in an old 
boat from the shores of Lough Corrib to go the eight miles into Galway. In 
those days there was no direct road, and the lake was the nearest way. The 
boat was rotten, and when within two miles of Galway a leak was sprung. 
One of the men endeavoured to plug it with his coat, and pressing with his 
heel to drive it more firmly in, drove the whole plank out of the boat. Ina 
few seconds all these poor people were struggling in the water, and although. 
they were close to the land, nineteen of them were drowned, eleven men and 
eight women. 

Pat always maintains that there were two songs written on the subject, 
one by Raftery, and one by a local poet named Cosgrave (Corsone€), as he 
says Raftery was a stranger and could not have known the people’s names or 
anything about them. What probably happened was that some local man 
added verses to Raftery’s original poem. 

I have been told that the song is sometimes known as “Cnoc « Oealéin,” 
the name of the place (mentioned in the song) at which the Fair was 
held. I give the full version of the song as contained in “Songs of 
Raftery,” p. 146, with Dr. Hyde’s permission. The translations of this and 
the next song are from a different pen. 


56.—maire ni eróin. 
(MARY HYNES.) 


Dorian mode. 
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ror - cd, "Sup sluair 50 lá 


2. Nuaip fpusip mé An TAMPHNT níos Leis 
mé afi cóinoe é, 
Rinne mé sóihe sur Seis mo Cprorve, 
ni nAiD Le oul asainn aóc cpapna póince 
'Snitugmuro An Lá Linn aóc so cóin an c15e. 
Leasa éugainn bopo 4 11) SLoine a'T canta 
A1P; 
ósup cúiLfíonn ráinneac Lem’ asp na purce, 
'sé oubasaine si, ““Raipcefu, bá 's ól ’p céao 
téitee, 
TA’n porléan Lérvoip 1 mOaiU’-11-L19g.”” 


3. 1p sorbinn aéneac ap Ta01b an crLéibe 
As bpestnuged pior ap DU -úi- lads, 
ós riúbal pna sleanncaib "bainc cnó agur 
TméAna;, 
’S seall ceileaban éan ann Le ceóLcaib 
proe. 








Dail - e - Uas. 








liom 


so 


1. The Mass-path led to the Lord of Graces, 
The skies were rainy, the wind was high, 
Beside Kiltartan I met a maiden 

Whose eyes waylaid me with sudden wile. 

I gave her greeting polite and stately, 

She answered gracious as any Queen: 

“ O Raftery,” said she, “could fate be kinder ? 
Now step beside me to Ballylee.” 


2. I stood bewitched by that voice of sweet- 
ness, 

My heart was leaping, my pulses raced ; 

I walked beside her across the meadows, 

And evening fell as we reached the gate. 

Glass shone on tables, the ale was winking, 

Head of the ringlets, I felt you near ! 

‘Raftery,’ said she,‘‘now drink, you're welcome, 

There’s strength in cellars of Ballylee.”’ 


Cé 10953..5 


Cia’n BE ran méao pin so bpáisce 4Léansul, 
dp bLác na scnaeéb acd Le n-a Tao1b, 

ni?L maic o”á peunsd o’p nd ceil an aenne, 
"Si ppéip nd Shéine assur spdsd mo Cporve. 


4. S$iúb ail mé Sacrana T an fpainc Le céile, 
ón Spdin, an $néis, 45uT opm’ sip AT, 
Ó bnuac Loc Spéine so béal na Céibe, 
'S ni facard mé rpéinín an bac mop i. 
04 mbéinn-re porta Le bLác na h-óise 
cné Loc an Cóic 00 Leanfainn í, 
Cuanca 4 'T CÓTCA19 Fo pribalpainn a 'Tbóicne 
& n'o1415 an creóro-bean cá 1 mbaale- 


ui-Liag. 


5.°Si máine 11 h-€101n an rcáro-bean beupac, 
ba oeire méin asur b’d1LLe Sn 401, 
Ob ceo cléijesc, “p a scun Le céile” 
ósuf T14n 4 TéiTpe ni Pesopad poyiob. 
Buail rí Oéirone Le bneasacc a’p Dénur, 
'S v4 n-abpainn héLen Le’n psmorad 
On THVs01, 
Aét if pot ban éiminn af ucc an mé10 pin, 


ón Popae sLéseAl cá 4 mbVail’-u1-Liag. 


6. & néaLcain An trolwp 45u5T o Span an 
POs sin, 


ó CúiLftíonn 6mps s5up 4 Cu10 ve’n Tpaosal, 


dn nsLuairreá liom-pa sor CONAIR an 


O6mna15, 


No 50 noéanramao10 comaiple cd mbérd 


Ay\ Tube. 
fíon thón Liom ceóL out Faé son ordée 
Ddmnals, 
Puinnre ap bófvo asur 04 n-óLrpá gion, 
psa Rig nA Slome 50 ocpimg an bósan, 
So brag mé on c-eóLar so Dail -m-lias, 


3. Tis airy walking beside the mountain 
And looking down upon Ballylee, 

Through glens of blackthorn bush and hazel, 
And birds like fairies in choir you hear. 
What use is all unless fate allots you 

The Branches’ Blossom to crown delight : 

I can’t deny or conceal it ever 

That she’s my treasure, my sunlit sky. 


4.1 walked through England and France for 
years once, 

Through Spain and Greece and the long way 
home, 

And from Loch Gréine to Galway’s quay-side, 

But her beauty’s equal I’ve never known. 

Were my bride this Flower of Tir-na-n-6g now, 

Through Loch an Tóraic I'd ride my steed, 

By coasts and harbours and trackless oceans 

If I lost the Rosebud of Ballylee. 


5. Oh, Mary Hynes is my choice of ladies 

For matchless face and bewitching eyes ; 

The host of learned scholars of Erin 

One-half her fairness could hardly write. 
Don’t talk of Venus or Deirdre’s true love, 

Or Helen whose beauty filled Troy with spears, 
The Blossom of Erin outshines their glory, 
The bright-hued Posy of Ballylee. 


6. O Sun of Harvest, O Starlight glancing, 
O locks of amber, my share of joy, 
Will you fly with me now, before next Sunday, 
Through all the world we can dwell at choice. 
On Sunday evenings I'd play you music 
When wicks illumine the wine and mead ; 
O King of Glory, make dry the roadway 
That leads me over to Ballylee. 

4 


This is one of the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and is sung to the same 


air as “ Anoé-Cuan ” (No. 55). 


At p. 330 of the “Songs of Raftery” An Cyoobin gives a very interesting 
account of Mary Hynes told to him by a relative of hers, Tommy Hynes, 


from whom also he obtained this song. 


Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1542. 
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57.—peis10 miscéal, 
(PEGGY MITCHELL.) 





Sung by Miss Bripcret Forpe, 
Sylane, Tuam. 
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2 ip mine a opeaé nd cluth min seal ’p ná 
cibap no cuilLe ap chóis, 

Choroe bnedgs slay, 00 fp ná, theat, man 
éygesp ouileabap “r bLác. 

So océid mé 1 Breapt có m’7inntinn Leac, 4 
poe1510 & thile 5p40, 

Mo Leun ’p mo épeaé Fan cu’p mé Leac an 
cuanta1b dmepicd. 


3. 6& rcóin mo Cporve ná chéis 00 mian sc 
bneacnuis 'rceac rán scór; 

nuair tiucpar an crlise bé1d SL an fíon 'r 
ní baogal oúinn Gordée báór. 

& blLác na Scpoob’ naé cpuard an pees 
munab cú cA 04M 1 NDS, 

dp usiple an tpaogail 04 mbéinn mo us 17 


leac vo éyaitpinn Lám. 


4.04 brdgainn-re cao1 no óic Le purde ní 
poaopainn blisdain &'T US. 

So pspiobsinn rior Le peann vear cool vo 
cuma d’p 00 GAiL, 

níon pugad path don bean pan cin 00 béan- 
pad uaic on bpp, 

Ó psmopod on Tprso1 may seall ap thnaor, 
AT ó cuipesd Déiprope Cum báir. 


5. TA Lonnpad on óin 1 broLc mo rcóin "ré 
45 Por 50 fainnese rionn 

So béaL o bnóise com slar Le vedp “ré 
tiSce or 4 cionn, 

& bLác na n-úbaLL ip bneásca pnusd ná 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. I like a maid who’s not afraid, but loves so well a man, 

She goes with him, both out and in, and loves him all she can. 
A mouth fine, small, and sweet withal as honey in the spring, 
And heavy hair flung backward there, ’tis Peggy fair I sing. 


2. Smoother is her countenance than smooth white down and than the froth of the flood on 
the shore, A fine green heart of growth that did not wither, (rising) as the foliage and blossoms 
rise; Until I go into the tomb my mind is with you, O Peggy, thousand loves, My grief and my 
destruction that you are not, and I with you, on the harbours of America. | 3. Treasure of my 
heart, do not forsake thy desire, but look into the case, When the means shall come there shall 
be drinking of wine and no danger of death to us for ever; O blossom of the branches, is it not 
a hard story if it be not you are laid out by fate for me? Over the nobility of the world, if I were 
King, it is with you I would shake hands. | 4. If I were to get a way or a place to sit, I would not 
cease for a day ora year Until I should write down with a fine thin pen your shape and your 
quality ; There was never born any woman in this country who would take the sway from you, 
Since Troy was destroyed on account of a woman and since Deirdre was put to death. | 5. The 
gleam of gold is in the hair of my treasure, and it growing ringleted and fair To the mouth of 
her shoe, as bright as a tear, and it woven over her head; O blossom of the apples, finer in beauty 
than the foliage of the tops of the trees, Get ready on Monday until we go travel, and see that 
it is time. | 6. There is splendour and brightness, blood and veins, and a pretty glow accordingly 
In the blossom of whiteness, of roundest and brightest eye, and set of mouth; Itis nolie at all 
the story that is about, that I am a man out of my senses, For a year to-day, each day of mirth, 
and I thinking of the blossom of the branches. | 7. My love twice over are the women for ever, 
although they have left me sick, Making lament over the price of the drink for the loss of its 
being gathered (?); I would sooner have a kiss from Peggy, surely, and she to be in solitude with 
me, Than the wealth of King George, though great were the half of it, if it were to be gathered 
together. | 8. I would like an outpouring to be on porter, and cans full of ale, Punch on table 
and glasses prepared, so long as my pocket should be stiff (full); My iove and my treasure to be 
over against me, talking and discoursing with me, It is with her I would drink the price of my 
shoes, (even) if my coat were in pledge. 


This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam. She 
told me that she had learned it from her father. I give with his kind 
permission the complete version by ón Cpooibin in his “Songs of Raftery,” 
p. 396. A version of seven stanzas was published by the Rev. Professor 
T. O'Kelly in U. C., Galway, Journal, 1917. 
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(KILLEADAN, OR COUNTY OF MAYO.) 


| Sung by Miss Macerr HESSION, 
= 66 Belclare, Tuam. 


tees oe Cee re | ee Ng ee ge 
a eee 
a as oe \—6-—g—_ gg +a 


1. d-noip, ceacc on = eapparg béio an Ld oul un pinedso, Ay cp ip nd pert 














AMT. he Uh! Wile Dares ee ee ee er mie Geebritee 
ior anil! | ee — ~ SS SS SS ee ee NN ne 
i | IN N N hios 
i rit On og Nc Naren eee et Sse = Soe 


ac , , . . , 2 > . , , - , 
brísoe ápo-ó-éaomo fedl, Ó óuin mé in mo. Ceann é, ní TcopTo1o mé 


£ es oe Neoware ss os ca ae aite see Neo Ne 
STN eee ee ee Sh Ea NS N IN Nc eee 


































































































—STI!R— on =e =e 
Gorvdé-e so peappard mé = ior 1 Ldn Conose Mug - eó. 1. 5Cldp-cloimne- 
Mh a ae a eo ee ee ee 
cad —e—eo-—-@—®_e—_,— NSE Nae No er gee ee eed 8 
his re Oe) eee? A RN eA NEST CAS 2 va OST ge alee Nae Ne: 
at Vy 7 Sa a ee eee —a-—e—?—€— 
- rfhuimir béar mé an céao. ordé-e, 'Símbail-e taob fíor ve, Top-O- Cap mé OF 
te SOE Os Ne ee a te os ee ee sein chas, aes eee 
aS eee Ne Leaba ce si oscars | 
Jc ou Ó T og we TAIR AT; CT soma e o—@ o 
ól, so Coillte - mac NACAD, 50 NOESNLAO —- CUAI[T 
ie es os ae we ee Sa cea en es Ss Ca pair Ch EaTcmaat see fe Lee 
niet ees, WEA F? o— Soe Nite Nee aaa FN | 
SR ee ee ens ee Cees 
pg a 
miop’ ann, 14 bros-ur 04 mhil - e so Déal-aon - AG - móin. 
2. fásaim Le h-voacéta 50 n-éipgeann mo 3. Dionn cputnesct & 7 corpce, For edpnsa 
énoroe-re ’sur Lin ann, 
Map émiseanny an $ao0t, no map T52126T Seagal 1 scpsob ann, 'nán pliin, asur 
An ceó redil, 


Nuamppmusinigim op Cheanna o’p ay Shoitlin lucc véanta poitin san license 04 diol 


caob fíor ve Ann, 
An ppescac d’ thile no op pldinéso mhuis- Mopn-usiple no Tine ann AS imps ’p 45 
eo. ól. 
C4lL-aopóin an baile & Drárann sac n10 Cá cun pur cheADA0 ann, 4 T Learusao san 
ann, &o1Leac, 
Cá rméana “Tr rúb-énaob ann &'r mear oy Ip 10m'ó& PIN mod ann. ndp Labaip mé so 
sac pope, róil 
'S od mbéinn-re mo fespam 1 sceanc-Lán dtanna 'r muillce o5 obsain son T6 
mo os&oine ann 
''iméeóca An Soir viom asup béinn agár Veathan came sp pisin copa ann nó 


Ais - 9 ” °F 
OS: OLDAID 0 6 PC. 


Cionna) 


4. Ti sac mle fónc ddmar0 04'p\ cóin oo Cup 
fíor ann, 
bíonn picamén’p beech ann, coll, siúbair, 
AT Fuinnpeds, 
box asup cuileann, iúban, be1t, asur caon- 
TAN 
'S on glar-oaip 074 nvéantapn bdo Longs 
a’ rp cpann pedit. 
dn Loswooo, mahogan, ’p 5aé s0ma0 074 
waoippe, 
'S an fiop-tharve Déanpad Sac wile sleur 
cedil 
Olcéip (?) rp reeac Seal ann 074 Feappasd ’yp 
0’ S pnoigmesod 
'S an tpLat ann 00 Déanfad cir cLéib asur 


L610. 


5. TS an Guaé ’p an rmóLac oF ppeasaipc o 
céile ann, 
TS an Lonoub “man céinreac on Sun, or 4 
scomain, 


5 


dn gilo-pinre, ’n cneAaban, ‘rp an Lmnec, 1 
scase ann 
An naopgaé As Léimnig, a’p an eala 6'n 
nóim. 
dn t-1opleé sp dcaill ’p an piace vub 6'n 
sCéir ann, 
dn peabac ap Loc éinne ’p an fuireós ó'n 
thóin. 
'S 04 mbeice4 ann AR marin Roimh e1pise no 
Seine, 
So scloipped sac éan aca 45 peinm pan 


eNO: 


6. TA on Láin ann T an peapnpaé o brocaip 4 
céile, 
dn creirneac 'T an ceucta, an cheabac 'r 
an yiol, 
No huain ann ap. moroin So Foipping 25 
mérolig, 
bíonn cao1ug a’p chéaoa & T Lean’ as an 


mnso1,. 


ni’L cinneay, ni’ arcio, ní satan, nil éas 
ann, 
col paganc a’p clés As surde na 
naon, 
TA miondin 45 gaban a’p bain’ as an scéir 
Ann, 
'S an Loiligesé as Séimms a5 cypall an 


AN MNAO1. 


7. TA an c-uirse pan Loc, agur sabnaca 
Lionta, 


py nA. Uionca, 4 


NO copsca OéancA, 
5coyn 
TS an Lir air an Dneac a’p an earcon “na 
Lurde ann, 
dn puptan, an paocan, on puna, ’p an 
ón. 
CÁ an bpavdn ’p An ballaé na scóthnuróe 
pon oroce ann, 
'S an Linbdn as call ann ó'n bBraippge 
moipn, 
ón. cáncoir ’p an sliomsé ’p an cunaboc 
piabac, 
Cnúoóin AT 1675 ann Com faipping Le 


móin. 


8. TS on elit “r an f14d “Tr Sac mle fone 
‘cnet! Angry, 
AN MADLD-f\ULO ACEI S; An boc Lé sn 
miol buroe, 
Ceólca na ngadsp T nd h-adanca 074 
per0ead 
IS. Le h-eipige no suéine, vo tosra co 
cyorve. 
TA DAOINe Udizple ap esénaib assur mapcars 
04 bpéacaine 
AS fisdaé tye na céile 50 ona. on 
O10C', 
SoiLéan so maroin AT 04 péabsad 
OL as na céaotaib a’p Leabard le 
Lurde. 


(> 103 ae 


9. fásann vileséca 'r baintpeabsae cabain Shánus ré on vothan in 4 h-uile oess- 
&1T nérocesc cnéicm ó 
= - 9 , e 9 5 s -. 2 2 s a 
Slige bio, a’p éaoaise Aip colath gan Thus Raipceyt an épnaeb 06 apo bfacaro 
cios, ré ram, 
Spolaiuve boóca rsmáob, pgoil, asur Léis- Sé veipesd nA cance: paogal pao 45 Franc 
eann ann, Taafe ann 
Lucc rappata nd oéince ann, 65 cTappaing Slioéc Lomnms na féile ndp corgil an 
T As cpiall. 14046. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. Towards the Eve of St. Brigit the days will be growing, 
The cock will be crowing and a home-wind shall blow, 
And I never shall stop, but shall ever be going 
Till I find myself roving through the county Mayo. 
The first night in Claremorris I hope to put over, 
And in Balla below it the cruiskeens shall flow; 
In Coilltemach then Tl] be living in clover, 
Near the place where my home is and the house that I know. 


2. I solemnly aver it, that my heart rises up, Even as the wind rises or as the mist disperses, 
When I think upon Carra and upon Gallen down from it, Upon the Mile-Bush or upon the 
Plains of Mayo. Killeadan (is) the village in which everything grows; There are blackberries 
and raspberries in it, and fruit of every kind; And if I were only to be standing in the middle 
of my people, The age would go from me and I should be young again. | 3. There be’s wheat 
there and oats, growth of barley and of flax; Rye in the ear (?) there, bread of flour, and meat; 
People who make ‘‘ poteen ” selling it there without a licence, The great nobles of the country 
there playing and drinking, There is planting and plowing there, and top-dressing without 
manure; There is many a thing there of which I have not spoken yet, Kilns and mills working 
and never resting, ‘Sorra” talk there is about a penny of rent nor anything of the kind. | 
4. There is every sort of timber that it were fit to put down there; There is sycamore and beech 
in it, hazel, fir,and ash, Box and holly, yew, birch, and rowan-berry, And the green-oak, of 
which is made boat and ship and mast; The log-wood, mahogany, and every timber no matter 
how expensive, And the fior-mhaide (?) which would make every musical instrument; Oltoir (?) 
and white hawthorn a-cutting and a-hewing, And the rod there that would make basket creels 
and lods. | 5. There is the cuckoo and the thrush answering each other there, The blackbird and 
the ceirseach hatching over against them, The goldfinch, the wood-cock, and the linnet in a 
cage there, The snipe leaping up, and the swan from Rome, The eagle out of Achill and the 
raven out of Kesh Corran, The falcon from Loch Erne and the lark from the bog, And if you 
were to be there in the morning before rise of sun, Sure you would hear every bird of them 
a-singing in the grove. | 6. There is the mare there and the foal, beside one another, The team- 
of-six and the plow, the plowman and the seed, The lambs there in the morning numerously 
bleating, There be’s sheep and herds, and the woman has a child. There is no sickness, no 
disease, no plague, no death there, But priests and clerics praying to the saints; The goat has 
kids, the sow has bonhams, And the milch-cow is lowing as she goes towards the woman. | 7. The 
water is in the lake, and the rivers filled, The weirs are constructed, and the nets in working 
order, The pike and the trout and the eel lying there, The crab and the periwinkle, the mackerel 
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and seal; The salmon and the ballach resting there at night, And the liubhan (little eel, or 
lamprey ?) voyaging thither from the great sea; The tortoise and the lobster and the grey turbot, 
The gurnets and fish are there as plenty as turf. | 8. The fawn and the deer and every kind of 
game is there, The red-dog (fox) a-leaping, the badger and the yellow miol (i.e. the hare), The 
music of the hounds, and the horns a-blowing, And with the rise of the sun you would lift up 
your heart. There are gentlemen on steeds and horsemen being tried, Hunting all through 
other until comes the night, (Then) cellar until morning again a-rending, Drink for the 
hundreds and beds to lie down. | 9. The orphan and the widow get assistance and redemption, 
A way to get food and clothes, and land without rent; Poor scholars get writing and schooling 
and learning there, And the people who ask alms are drawing and journeying thither. It over- 
came the world for all its good qualities, And Raftery has awarded it the branch, over all that 
he ever saw; The end of the talk is this: Long life to Frank Taafe in it, The descendant of 
the Lynch of hospitality, who never spared the hunt. 


Sung to me by Miss Maggie Hession, but known everywhere throughout 
Mayo and Galway. The words are from Abpsin on Reacctipe, p. 96. 
The air is a variant of an old tune, commonly known as “ Nell Flaherty’s 
Drake.’ For another variant see O'Neill’s Collection (Chicago), No. 763. 


bo Caisminee on WU Galke Leis An uisse-bexca.: 
(THE ARGUMENT OF THE DRUNKARD AND THE WHISKEY.) 


Sung by Miss Macair Hesston, 
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TRANSLATION. 


The Drunkard : 
1. O comrade of sweetness I’ve spent my best years with, 

I thought you were cheerful and able ; 

But many’s the evening that, wholly defeated, 
You laid me to sleep in some stable. 

The life I am leading I find not too cheering, 
See! you burnt my beard on the table 

That night I was feasting within in Kilcreestha, 
When I lay like a sheep by the gable. 


2. For a week in peril, in punishment, in pains, In the house of Thomas O’F lynn, on my bed, 
(My wounds) being dressed every night, and again in the morning— (May God never weaken my 
friend!) <A promise truly do I give to Christ That I shall renounce the drinking of whiskey, 
And sure the world knows that it is not with liking for it Ido be, But with love for the people 
who are near it. | 3. A nice thing is cattle, good grass, and a holding of land, Wheat and barley 
to cut; Meal in the chest, and a fire in the evening, And shelter to offer the traveller; A shirt 
and a coat at Mass on Sunday, A hat, and shoes in the fashion, And I think, surely, that that 
is greatly better Than to be going and drinking whiskey. | 4. It’s I, too, am able to expound it, 
because I have spent my life with you, Since I was weaned, and Iachild; Sure I have forsaken 
my people, my kith and kin. And I would not deny you, (and follow) the advice of the Church. 
(Take) your store and your worldly goods, and all that was ever settled upon you, And spend it 
without resting with the ale-women, (Still) if you return again, and your purse to be despoiled, 
They will not give you one drop in the morning. | 5. The Whiskey (answering) : Musha! it’s long 
I’m listening to you shelling lies at me, And myself must speak out in future; Sure it’s many’s 
the naygur looking for alms (like you), And without his having the price to ask for me, except 
his wallet. He who gathers together hundreds (of pounds) by hardship and foolishness, And 
who will not wet his mouth, and thirst on him, There will come after him an heir, and a man 
of heart, who will not refuse To be drinking it beside the fence or the wall. | 6. Am not I 
courteous company at a gathering or at afair For the man who would sit down shyly (?) beside 
me? Itis only want of sense in you to be now refusing me, And no man but a poltroon will 
believe your tale. People of coughs and phlegm, it is I who could relieve them, And the hundreds 
know this already; Sure the ladies have me, the priests, too, and the clergy, And the masters 
of learning and of Latin. | 7. The Drunkard : Musha, trouble and disgust on you! it’s you who 
speak shamelessly, And I would not give you a character half so good; Ihave spent my term 
of two nights and two days with you, And your case has not gone too well with me, You have 
burned my forehead and the tops of my fingers, And on the strings (of the violin) I cannot lay 


them; There is no man in this world who would rub too closely against you, But his due will 
be old clothes and a bad bed! | 8. The Whiskey : Is there a blacksmith or a tradesman who would 
not make friends with me? Iam the lad of the goal in every road; here is never shoemaker 
nor tailor of all who ever gave a stab (of an awl or needle) Who would not salute me in the 


street in the morning. 


There is no young woman, however fine, who would not laugh with me 


* When I would be laid on the table beside her, And sure the Pope has me, and the priests and 
the friars, And nobody ever dispraised me except a poltroon. | 9. Zhe Drunkard: Raftery has 
found it written in the Book of Humanity (About) the people of tippling, that you be deceiving 


them, 


grievously into sin. 


comrade of yours, 


And without mak 


ing their reparation and satisfaction in this world That they shall fall 


In some scunce or some dike if a man be ever lost, Through his being a 


The life of the saints tells us that it is a word what Christ has spoken, That 


certainly he shall not gain the Heavens. 


I never heard this song sung by anyone but the Hession family. They 
learned it from their grandmother. The words are found in “Abán on 


Reaccinie,” p. 184. 











60. —Inaline SUANGSI. 
(MARY STAUNTON.) 


Sung by Miss Macerr HeEssion, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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2. OS breicted an ppéipnbean ir i sabes 
sleurta, 
Lé bneás snéine pan typpdro, T í prubal, 
Solur Larta op o bpollac sLéseal 
Do T1HBpod Léinsear Do Feap son purl. 
Ta Spdsd no Sceuoca 1 Sclan 4 h-éa041n, 
ip Seall & peucaint Le peulc o’ Luain, 
’S 04 mberdeasd yi 1 n-éinfeacc Le Linn na 
noéice 


ní ruar 00 Dénur 00 béanraroe an c-úbalLlL. 


3. TA 4 Folt a5 capad Lé1 pior 50 Slanard, 
ós Fillesd ’p as Lúbao so béal « bpds, 
No noualcaib poapta, “ré. com. slay Le 

OPUCcTA, 
’S no cpoilprde 4’ pouabad na 01418 fan 
pov. 
Ar pao i an cúiLfíonn ap gile muince 
Oh Forsail rúil agu? 074 maipeann bed, 
'S o& mbud Liom-pa oúicce on Tigeapns 
Lican 


Dap bhás mo cúire bud Liom-ypa on Tredr0. 


4. C& & cum caol catlce’r & spusd map ns 
nóraib 
'S & 04 Cié cóm-ójvuinn of CcÓmaAi & Cprorve, 
ó. bhásaro & Leaca ’p a cúilín 6mpa, 
ó'T map ohúóc-an FOSmaip Teao bnest- 


nuiseann pie 


Bingil, Cicepro, no cómacc Néomep 
Ni Ttbpad 1 Fcdwh-thear & T5éim “r & 
5nA01, 
Tut mé 1 bpeacad Leac o bLác na h-óise 
"S muna 0015 cú as OL liom ni mhoipfeso 
mi. 


5. ós pitibal no a5 voaihpa 04 breicred an 
plannoa 
Do béanrá c’annpacc 00 bLác ns scnaob, 
& Hpusod tye Lapad ’p 4 cporde Fan athgap, 
'S nacé Lásac an uo teanntugad Le n-a 
bnollac mín. 
Cétnacca Saompron no óLexanoen 
Sp noóis, ní fonncócoinn 1 n-óis mo 
mian, 
'S mup brásao ceao cainte Le 


Stanton 


máine 


CÁ mé 1 n-AthhoT Sup Seapp mo paogal. 


6. Cus rí mapa”? Dam so moc Le pLéirún, 
Less pi péot agam agur ni ’pa sclino, 
'O'ól rí 'oeoc opm, b'í cporde na rpéile í, 
in pan am apn éis mé Le oul cum pribail. 
Do buail mé ’Labaine a’p cétnn dd Léi, 
Ip muince D' FEE rí Onm, bLác na n-úbalLl, 
dé po bannar1d béil 04016 san focal bnéise, 
Sup fás mé on éónaob aicí ó 1háine 


Dpun. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. There’s a lovely posy lives by the roadway, 
Deirdre was nowhere beside my joy, 


Nor Helen who boasted of conquests Trojan, 


For whom was roasted the town of Troy. 


Her cheeks like roses through lilies growing, 


Her mouth melodious with songs of glee ; 


Such mien and motion were never noticed 


Since died our posy was in Ballylee. 


2. If you were to see the sky-woman and she prepared and dressed Of a fine sunny day in 
the strect, and she walking, Anda light kindled out of her shining bosom That would give 


dies 


sight to the man without an eye. There is the love of hundreds in the forehead of her face. 
Her appearance is as it were the Star of Monday, And if she had been in being in the time of 
the gods, It is not to Venus the apple would have been delivered up. | 3. Her hair is twining with 
her, down to her knees, Twisting and curling to the mouth of her shoe, In scattered strands, 
as shining as the dew, And the twists-of-hair sweeping after her up the road. And there is the 
coolun brightest and most mannerly Of all who ever opened eye, or live in life; And if I were 
to have the estate of Lord Lucan, By the virtue of my conscience, the jewel would be mine. | 
4. Her waist is narrow, chalk-white, and her countenance like the roses, And her two breasts 
equal-round over against her heart; Her neck and her cheeks and her amber back hair And it 
is like the harvest dew she appears. Virgil, Cicero, or the power of Homer Would not bring a 
comparison for her beauty and mien; I have fallen into sin (desiring) you, O Blossom of Youth, 
And unless you come to drink with me I shall not live a month. | 5. Walking or dancing, if you 
were to see the plant, You would give your affection to the blossom of the branches, Her 
countenance lit-up, and her heart without trouble, And were it not a lovely thing to be close to 
her smooth bosom? ‘The power of Samson or of Alexander Surely I would not envy in place 
of my desire; And if I do not get leave to talk to Mary Staunton, Iam in doubt that my life 
will be short. | 6. She bade me good-morrow early with pleasure, She set a seat for me, and not 
in the corner, She drank a drink on me, she was the heart of generosity, At the time that I 
rose up to go on my journey. I began speaking and conversing with her, It is mannerly she 
looked at me, the apple blossom; Here is my bail of mouth for you without a word of lie, That 
I have left the branch with her away from Mauria Brown. 


This is a well-known song by the poet Raftery. It was sung to me by 
Miss Maggie Hession, and the words are taken from Dr. Douglas Hyde’s 
Volume, “Abidin on Reacctipe,” p. 320, now unfortunately out of print. 
An Cpooibin has kindly given me permission to use the words and 
translation. 
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(ISLANDEADY.) 
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2. Dud verre a h-éav0an’p acoircéiméaochom Tm weak and weary, I may as well say it, 

nd son bean 1 n-E:pinn ag prabal an c-rnóro, A shadow fading with grief and woe, 

& 04 cic SLéseal” Le na Lean: a Dneusao, My heart is aching, why did you leave me, 

AE a Tcón níon féao mé 1 Cabainc ó'n mbar. Avourneen dheelish, in the clay, ochone? 

b'feann Liom so món-món mo 1419 pan foot 

ós bleagan mo bó nó 1 scíonn mo tse 2. Her face was fairest, her footstep airy, 

no parobnesr Seóinre sur ráósoaim rooioóé ~=——Noo girl in Erin of equal grace, 

ig sSuhFpaotna póroea o'Fás mé roopmocporde. Her bosom heaving, to her baby cleaving, 
But I could not save her from cruel fate. 


1. In Islandeady my first love’s grave is, To me far dearer ’twas to be near her, 
My heart I gave her when I was young; Than all the pleasures of the world wide ; 
To hear the wailing of her three lone babies, Than King George’s gold store, and that twice 
Sure none can please them, my heart is over, 
wrung. But beneath the green sod we’ve left my bride. 


When sending this air, with several others, Mrs. Maguire regretted she 
could not give me the words also, owing to the unfortunate loss of a precious 
ms. The two verses are all that Dr. Maguire could remember from the 
singing of an old man named Ned Gibbons, near Claremorris. “ Sail ós 


Liu 0) 


Rusd,” No. 16, given in an earlier part of the book, is another version of this 
Mayo song. 
Oileán Eo001 (Islandeady) is a place between Castlebar and Westport. 
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(POLITE LITTLE MAIDEN.) 
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Air sent to me by Mr. T. O'SULLIVAN. 
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2. 'S naé mye bíor cutail ’pa scLúro nae 
mbíonn aitne om ann, 

As curthmuged ap mo Morin cTpstnons “Tr 
so moé Leip an Lá. 

XS Dia MON ’TA NA CUINACTA, níos fiubail ré 
rear eile níor feat), 

Apoop, ná Tabaip col vom 17 cú mo mrhúinhnín 


le n-a ocus mé DIT 5,406. 


3. Seobainn cosa céile bóm Féin 04 mbéinn 
reiLeamthnac 06 (= oipeathnac), 

Dean 1 ned Leimd san éa0aé, caopad nd 
bó. 

Sarobpear nd h-E1,eann, ni 5a Aon 'ouine d 
breileann pé 06, 

So ociubpainn an mé10 reo Fire céile 0’ fea 


an cpror0e thóin. 


4. S1á an cuis cú 1 ScéiLL 00m nde n-eiLeocto 
mo thalaipnt 00 thnAo1, 

Nac mé & bí san céill ’p Zéillead vO Les- 
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’S fil, mé so 'oeo NSE 'ocóispeó Nd cocuisce 
yin 'oíom. 
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mo cyo10e, 

Ó theall cú so h-ós mé cóis Léipoin so Leise 
cu 7SIc. 


6. ’S a Cailiní 654 nd porard fea an 04 7. & buacailli 650 nd pépard a Lan ve nd 
cpo1de, mná, 
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Sup cú bain viom an óise, míLercóin, p Foro = Ni innpedéa mé o'aon feajv cé “n néarún a 
cú mo énotroe. 'cus mé Owe Shó0. 

TRANSLATION. 


1. Polite little maiden, ’tis you caused a thousand sighs in my breast—And yet hundreds are 
spoken of who never marry—Your two roguish eyes, and your quiet, thin, smooth, delicate little 
mouth, You are my little treasure to woo, and if I could, 1 would go to you. | 2. And is it not 
I that am bashful in the corner where Iam unknown, Thinking of my Mdirin at eve and at 
dawn of day? With the Great God are the powers!—a better man never walked—O treasure, 
turn not your back on me since you are my dearest to whom I gave love. | 3. I’d procure for 
myself an excellent spouse did 1 suit him, A woman with nothing, no dress, no sheep nor a 
cow.—The wealth of Ireland, not everyone does it suit—But Id give it all in one lump to 
the man of big heart. | 4. And the day you gave me to know that you wouldn't woo such a 
woman as me! How I was devoid of sense in yielding to such a sluggard as you! To deceive the 
birds with chaff would not be less difficult than to woo me, Yet many of your lies got confusedly 
into my head. | 5. In my heart lies exceeding great love for my treasure—And I thought that 
never would you rouse up those temptations in me—But now that I’m married, here’s a little 
kiss from my heart, Since in youth you seduced me take lodging till you find rest. | 6. Young 
maidens, do not marry a man of two hearts. Should he have a five-pound note, he’d carouse 
from morn tilleve. I'd swear on my knees ere I’d arise That it was you, thousand treasures, 
snatched from me my youth and my heart. | 7. Oh, young boys, there are many women you 
should not marry.—There is naught in their voices but just as the tide striking up on the 
beach—Till Loch Erne runs dry and the swan deserts her white plumage, 'To no man shall 
I give the reason of my love for you. 


Mr. T. O'Sullivan, N.T., Organist of St. Patrick's Church, Galway, sent 
me this beautiful air, which he noted down from the singing of William Gill, 
of Barna, near Galway, and the words were sent me by the Rev. Nicholas 
Fagan, who took them down from the same source. 

For variants see “dmpdin Cloinne Goedel,” p. 12; “ Siampo on 
Sein,” p. 51, ten verses. 
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TRANSLATION. 


1. I was well acquainted with a fairly respectable old man, Who dwelt down in the glen. He 
was well off, and had plenty of cattle, Silver, and gold, and adding to it. 2. He determined to 
marry a young woman In order to get on seven times better. Morning and evening she was 
vexed and troubled For the key of the trunk, which she couldn't find. | 3. “’Twas a pitiful 
thing for you to come under the control of a woman When you knew quite well that she would 
not give you love; Though my affection for you isn’t great, may you never getit Till I remain 
beside you, crooked old man. | 4. “Have I not given you enough gold and silver, Small 
boats and large, a horse andacar, Enough to eat, and always a good living, Choicest feather 
bed, and leave to sleep tranquilly? 5. That, and every other thing you take delightin, Even to the 
umbrella to have in your hand, A good horse, or pony, to ride always, Going to Mass on 
Sunday, if you wish to do so?” | 6. “If you gave me the whole world to eat and to drink, The 
riches of King George, which were very great, Ships under sail, and coaches on the roads, I 
would prefer a young man to you, crooked old man.” | 7. “ When you won't take advice, go 
in search of it. Put on your boots, your cloak on your shoulders (breast); Be at the cross 
roads when the evening comes, And perchance you'll get a young man, if you remainthere long. | 
8. When night comes and you cannot get shelter You will begin to lament, but it will be of no avail. 
I’d swear by the Bible with perfect truth, You’d prefer to be again with your crooked old man.” | 
9. “It’s wretched for such a woman as me To spend my life with you, without joy or delight, 
And the world so wide for me from Galway to Limerick, And numerous Munstermen in county 
Clare. | 10. Or if I got shelter round Seershin, I could spend the winter comfortably, I’d be 


satisfied in my mind, and no weariness of heart on me Remaining beside you, crooked old rman.” | 
11. “If you were as staid as a housewife should be, ’Tis you that could spend the winter 
comfortably, The wool of the sheep would pay the rent for us, And what more we should make 
would be at our hand. 12. But you are not like that, but full of bad thoughts.—Many are the 
changes that come to women’s minds.—But I am quite certain that if you were comfortable and 
well off, You would never admit that such was the case. 


This is a song by the Connemara poet, Colm Dair, p. 9, whose poems 
were collected some years ago by the late Psopo15 Mac Tine, and 
published by the Gaelic League. I give the words with the kind permission 
of the Gaelic League. 


Las °CRUAS SANMINS 1 SASAH ó, 
(A PITY I'M NOT IN ENGLAND.) 


Sung by Miss Briparr FORDE, 
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bEpainne nó Whee ge Spáinn, nó TALL ny nda S1api— 
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5a eee ass BS 
ee ee pet eee a el ee oes Loe 
In - 014 - CAD, 7S an MIG & Zcomnugesann mo spdavo ban. 
2. &sur máine an cúil oualorg 1 I would I were in England, 
"na purde “oi mo 04 Ldith, In Spain or merry France, 
ó T 50 mbéroinn-re “Só bhéasa Or in the West on Indian shores, 
So h-éinse an Lá báin. To meet my white love'g glance. 
8. Nuaip o Lurdim ap mo Leabard 2. O Maure! of the plaited locks 
T7 LU puarinnesy Le pagarl: If you were here with me, 
Cóinic APNsains in mo cao1b bear Sure, ’tis myself would woo you, love, 
&sur Loic pi mo Lan. Till morning came to see. 
4. Ooócúilú ns cpuinne, 3. I lay me on my bed of pain, 
’S 140 uile Le pagal, I lay me not to rest, 
ní L mo Leigear 45 on mér0 pin My heart it is a bleeding heart, 


Act as MAipve on cúil báin. A wound is in my breast. 


5. ip poos mé SF 1mTeACT 
Ap Tusaipps mnd ce, 

& macpamail ni facard mire 
1 mbaile ná 1 ocín. 


6. nó 50 braca mé an podro-bear 
Ap 64016 Cnuic-nd-S10e, 

"Sa Spas ’n-a cm ouslaig 

AS rsúsbao Le soot. 


7. Seall mo rcón céav 04am 
’S 04 thile bó, 

’S Seall yi ’n-4 1416 yin 
So nvéanpad si teac mon. 


8 &cu may E1qiseap an Sealaé 
’Sapgaler an Syian, 
'S bliadain ’p an Lá amdpae 


béroóo an foippse riop.. 


9. Tura beic 1 Sapana 
Spur mire ra Spdinn, 


Cais) 


4. The leeches of the world all 
Would pity my sad plight; 
There is no lance to probe my wounds 
Save Mary’s glance of light. 


5. ’Tis long I have been roving 
In country and in town, 

But never in my wanderings met 
A maid of such renown ; 


6. Until I saw my white love 

On the slopes of Knock-na-shee, 
Her tresses in the fairy wind 

A streaming wild and free. 


7. My true love she did promise me 
Two thousand ambling kine, 

And on her ample pasture-lands 
To rear a mansion fine. 


8. I swear me by the midnight moon, 
And by the noonday sun, 

T’ll leave the seas behind me 
Ere another year is done. 


9. O, would you were in England, 
And I in sunny Spain, 


'S so n-éaLócainn in mo Léine That I might rise and speed me thence, 


Le máine an cúil báin. To woo my love again. 


I have given this song as I heard it sung by Bridget Forde, Sylane. It 
will be observed that the 7th and. 8th stanzas have already occurred in the 
song, “Toob Tall ve Claive no Tedpann” (No. 14, p. 26). Another song 
of this name is printed in “Cedl Site,” p. 92, issued by the Irish Book 
Company, and a version of the same, with music, is given in “ CLéipipeoé no 
n-Soevest,” Part I]; but neither the words nor air bear any resemblance to 
our song. Petrie also has two airs of this name, Nos. 1178 and 1179. 


65 -_LIdINeUs RóSóLLAIS. 
(WILLIE REILLY.) 


Sung by Miss Macerx Hession, 


2 = 80 Aeolian mode. Belclare, Tuam. 
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aS ge Sa Set ei pate Se jest 


cmiún oe no mndrb bin’ ann, Le mo 


9.’mo Baintpesbsac “py “mo Mmarigoean 4 
rásao mé so h-ógp, 

'S cabin TSéoL as mo muinciính Sup báiceao 
mo míLe pron. 

Od mbérdinn ap an opdrg an LÁ pin agup mo 
ob Léitth BEIT 'ra T5ó9; 

m’ focal ous, & Dean ti Ra a Lois, tp oesp 
& Leigearrainn 00 brón. 


3. ní hiongnad ppéal cpdroce o bert 45 00 
wmATAIN T 45 C STAIN, 

Np op banalcne no scíoc mbán 4 Díoo 0’ 
cnácc onc 'T cú 700 Leanb. 

ni A1gim v0 Bean porTs nós COs ayiom 
700 Leaba, 

"Ss ó Guard cú un na Tpdga an LÁ rin, mo Léan 
sup TÁnuis opie & crigeacc & baile, 





spndso seal os’ cup ab Leabard. 

4. d’p níon mép liom v0, liam 6 Ragatlarg, 
& beic "na Cliathain 45 AN 145; 

’S cuincini seala slé1-seale ap Só Tob ve 
inp An 010C’, 

Maigoesn ciúin GéilLe a bers as prevoTeac & 
cinn; 

? s H . fá a. & - 

S ó Luardead inn Lé céile, 1p cnuas Mop 


''éas cú Le mo Linn. 


5. Cá 00 file a5 no pérpeib asur 00 béal as 
nd poyntain, 

Cá 00.04 Láim Seala Slé1-seala pao Séan- 
Tmacc no mbpsvdn ; 

Cúis pune o béanFainn o'n TE d TOIZFESO 
mo 014n-spiso, 

dct 'ré mo Léan cú bert co sonpaic, Nelli | 
Sléiseal Nic Siúncóin. 
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6. Deannaét DE 00'n cjuún & Euard so CALL 
€anainn, 

ós iodlacan an dtp Pesosn bí 1 n-saoir 4 
ce1Tpje fico. 

04 0t15Te4 Fao! Ceann míora, act mo Léan, 
co1dce ni Tiocfard, 

’Snoé tpusg pin, bean ’pan o1d¢e,’ pf 4 caoith- 
teac 1 mbánn cuinne |! 


12355) 


7. Mo thallaét do ns paopar’ & finne an 
bdo, 

Nacap aitpip oom rpéin So naib an c-éas inp 
no clair! 

Db océiSce4 so Corll T6éain 'T an c-AOMAD 
5 CEANNACT DAO 

Ni báiorróe mo yrdp-pa ap CÓTA) Mal- 
Bay. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Do you remember that night? the town was full of horses, With priests and brothers who 
were speaking of the wedding. There was a fiddle on a table, and the harp was being played, 
And there were three fair women there to lay out my love. | 2. A widow and a maiden was I left 
while yet young! And bear the news to my people that my love was drowned. I I were on the 
strand that day and my two hands on the sheet, My word to you, Mrs. Reilly, ’tis well I would 
cure your sorrow. | 3. No wonder sorrow now distracts your mother and your father And the 
nurse of the white bosom, who spoke of you when a child. Id pass by your wedded wife, who 
never made your bed, Since you went to the strand that day, and alas! failed to come home. | 
4. I would not consider it above Willie Reilly to be son-in-law to a king, With bright shining 
curtains on each side of him in the night, A gentle, sensible maiden to be arranging his 
head (on the pillow). Since we were engaged to one another, Alas, that you should have 
died from me (in my time)! | 5. The monsters have your eyes, and the crabs your mouth; 
Your two bright white hands are in the power of the salmon. I would give five pounds 
to the person who would take up my love, But, my grief, that you are left alone, fair Nelly 
Jordan ! | 6. The blessing of God on the three who went to Kilannin To hurry Father Peter, 
who was eighty years old. If you came in a month’s time, but, my grief, you will never come! 
How sad for a woman in the night, and her spouse upon the waves! | 7. My curse on the trades- 
men who made the boat, Because they did not tell me that death was in the boards. 
had gone to Killtogher and bought timber that was dear, 
coast of Malbay. 


If you 
My love would not be drowned on the 


This is a song that is very popular in Connacht, but is not to be confused 
with the ballad in English of that name. 

An Armagh version of this song is given in “Ceoltoib UL ó,” p. 140, 
and in “ Siampo on Seip,” p. 112. Professor O’Maille, U.C. Galway, has 
kindly given me permission to use these words. See p. 85, “ &mnáan Cloinne 
Soedest.” 


Another version of this song was given by Seán Mocpiolls-an-dto in 
the Trish Review, August, 1912. 
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66.—SsiubdAn m5 101K. 


(JUDY MAGUIRE.) 


Sung by Miss Briperer Forpe, 
Sylane, Tuam. 
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8. S o Subdén Nig tUíóifs ’p cú bun asur 
bánn mo rséil, 

'S an mhnÁib a cintd 50 OTUs TÍ an bóine 
Lé: 

Le sile, Le rinne, Le maire ’p Le 04 ocan 
rseim, 

'S nac mire an gpuss Muipe ’p mé ’ppapa- 
maine amdpae Léi! 
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1. In the dawn-time ambling early unto a 
neighbouring fair 

To bargain and to barter, and to rid me of my 
care, 

Thirst smote me by the wayside, and, oh, fair 
one of my heart, 

I drank thy health in bumpers, though I saw 
my wealth depart. 


2. And, Judy, do you pity me that I am making 
moan, 

As I might keen you, darling, were you sleep- 
ing neath a stone, 

With the mill-wheels whirring round you, in 
the daylight and the gloom, 

In the cold tombs of Erris till the trumpet-call 
of doom ? 


4. Ó, parson pingil mé breab ap Z4pvo 
Oi MOS § 

Do'n né prgsinn asam 4 berpinn ap CATs 
OIG: 

Do Bbuailpinn an onoma “sur Teinnpiínn ap 
CLAiInms Caoin; 

ós Cuppoe Cill-oapna sup ppapar Le spdo 


mo cporve. 


5. Tian 1 n-loppup cS peane asur Tcóh mo 
cLéib, 

Plannca an Leinb a o'eois mo pdypad 
noe; 

Dein ppéala uaim cuic1, má tug mre pos 
70’d beal, 

So ociubpainn 01 cuille 04 Scuiheao piso 
bóLaoc Léi. 


6. Dein rSéAla uaim óuise, so oeimin nac 
bpórrainn é, 

lé . -. 4 gs * ca 

Ó cuala mire sun cuin ré Le bóLacc mé; 

ms cÁ buaib agat ná an 10macA1óo mónáin 
bheo 

Do’'n né bean asac ”r béro mire an mo Coth- 


Ainle péin, 


This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam. 
learned the air from her father, who had forgotten the words. 
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3. She haunts my tale for ever as a sigh might 
haunt the calm, 

And from her fairest women-folk she bears 
aloft the palm ; 

Her beauty floats for ever on the ripples of my 
song 3 

God! must to-morrow part me from her I loved 
so long! 


4, I am an old-time soldier who once upheld 
the King; 

I swigged the brimming tanker, and made the 
tavern ring ; 

I would wake the drum to fury, and from the 
harp snatch woe, 

But, alas! ’twas at the Curragh I beheld my 
loved one go. 


5. Westward in Erris dwells the fair one of my 
heart, 

Who yesterday refused my troth and bade my 
love depart ; 

Oh, bear a message to her that for each kiss 
of mine, 

A thousand more I’d give her were she present 
with her kine. 


6. “ Oh, bear those tidings to him,” were the 
bitter words she said, 

“ That since he loves my herds and lands myself 
he ne’er shall wed ; 

If herds and ample pastures be his to have and 
hold, 

His be the fair one of his choice, not mine, his 
love grown cold.” 


She 
She used the 


words found in “Ceol Side,” p. 11, published by the Irish Book Sa 
For variants see Petrie, Nos. 1440, 1517, and 594. 


67.—An sseilpin onoipnedc. 
(THE THORNY CLIFF.) 











Sung by Miss Macorg HESS10N, 
Belclare, Tuam. 
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veuLdéainn Trio an mbóiciún, 

ó'r so mbéinn as peinnm ceol vaoib so 
n-e1pigesd an Lá bán. 

04 bruisinn-re rean-bean óníonna a mbésd 
aici bó nó caopa, 

Cíomóinrpinn 4 cun an 40n414$ Le so mbain- 
finn oti Speann. 


3. Cá mná nd Leanna AS caoinesd a’p nan 
tóinro Opps Mac fora, 

Nuon & biop an ppapdan ppionts if ap mo 
éporde 'reis bior an bon. 

sé mo fail go bruiginn apiro i, *ré mo 
Leun, ni Seobrav nd Cordée, 

S sun seall an paigoe op roile 4, “r naé 
claordte an salpad spdo ? 


An cú, “rí an Luas, “rí an Láin 1, 

ip i ap siLe bnaigve nd & brace son fean 
14th, 

Cé sun b'átvo é an cpann póihneoise & T 50 
'ocutceann an bLác Le pAnaid, 

ni Luiceann optics an Fórais, o’p ch TSóo 
mop inp dn ngpein. 


5. Ragard mé go h-Egipt nó o'n oileán Le 
"n-& C&o15 pin, 

nó so ’Meiprocea ”ocúr an c-réarúin Le mo 
ééad feanc md bím beo, 

ón aip 50 bnác ní frllpeav so Labpard an 
Cuac “ran ngenhpedso 

)S so mbid carpledn punne na milesds 076 
oéanam AT dn NUdO. 


6. TA mo muinncean Af Faé ca0b viom 'r ni TÁ ~ceanglais1d mo théapa séc Fá501510 
fésvaim compdd o Déanath LAO1 héin 140 
'S go bpuil aipeacayr cnusard Zéap opm md Si mo cémpa mo Curo és0m1g ’p ni é1ledéa1d 
céim amse pan 010¢’; mé an bpaitlinn. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. One morning as I roved out by the outskirts of the woods I was stricken by an arrow, and 
no cure could be found for me. I beheld a sportive maiden beneath a thorny cliff. My heart 
within leaped high for joy—and no cure could be found for me. | 2. Alas, that Iam not a mavis, 
Through the laneway would I deftly steal, And my strain would I sing for you till the day would 
brightly dawn. If I came across a wise old woman who owned a cow or sheep I should drive 
it to the fair with her and have amusement thereby. | 3. The women-topers wail aloud—Jesus, 
Son, give them no help. When the purse is empty, and my heart within is grieved, My hope 
is yet to find her—Alas, I never shall. And it’s like a dart from a wedge of iron—is not love a 
wasting ill? | 4. My love is adown the garden—a hound, a deer, a steed, She's a fairer captive 
than man e’er laid eyes upon. Though tall be the elder, and fall its blossoms low, No dew 
lies in the desert, and there’s darkness in the sun. | 5. I shall hie me off to Egypt, or some island 
hard by; Or to America shall I go at eve of summer with my first love, if I live. Back 
till doom I will not come—till the cuckoo calls in winter, And till the castle which the Milesians 
built is being raised again anew. | 6. My friends are on all sides of me—no converse can I hold. 
There’s hard strict watch kept over me if I go out at night. Do not tie up my fingers—leave 
them prepared. My suit of clothes, my coffin—I will not ask a shroud. 


This song comes from Connemara, where Miss Hession (now Mrs. McCann) 
learned it from the singing of Eamon Breathnach, Spiddal. 

Another version of this song was published in “Cléippeac na n5aeveot” 
under the name, “An Dyuinneal Meipb,” and still another in “Siomps 
on Seid,” p. 73. See also Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 82. 


68 — an csedan-bean U14T. 
(THE GREY-HAIRED OLD WOMAN.) 


Sung by tmiceál ua Coinníf, 
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2, ní pean acd meAcca. mé “Tr ní mayb ocd 
mé 

'S ná pacard mé & bpóinciseaoc leir on 
crean-bean AAG. 

dét Diompuigesp Tam ASuT prHnesp-po 
5A1wbe, 

9 mA ch on ppandn Lán ago ceann Anidqi. 


3. 0! émp pi & Lámh in a h-orcal spdnos, 
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Lie’? 


4.0! carad an Sagat 00m agup thionurs - 
ear an cép 00, 

So parb ceataip paipti so Lag 1 mo 01010, 

'S so parb mAtaipin DONA 4Cd NAC NOEdN- 
read cór 0616 

04 Lurgivip pdite nó cuilLe&o 'r bliadain. 


5. O! pill o baile o ve ré; 4 peacaro 
Spanos, 

9 meara 404 cú nd an c-é bhaic 014. 

Smaonuisim sun bean oo bain an c-ubsll 
ran nsáifvoín, 

?S cuin cúL oo Lathe Leip an c-pean-bean Liat. 
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6. Ol pspiobrainn Lacin, &oein yi, agup Léis- 7. Ni pean-bean mire, aveip pi, act caitlin ós 
rinn mo Diobla mé --: 

dn Lá buaiLeao opaordeaét opm agur rmuc Tuais ppoil asuy pogluim 1 o-cap mo paogal, 
'oe”n Geo. "S04 MAiNesd movesD4 00M so Lá mo Porta 

Dios culard Seal onm ve cosa an triova So mbéroinn-pe 1 scóilroí Le clainn no Riog; 

ASur placa cine com oub Le sual, dét blusdain "pa Taca peo, ’pead pisnesd 

Vi0d bucLarde angio 1n mo brósaiD piova, €201 an bróo é 

'S nay 'oesr an thian Le meallad mé. 'S ’ré Lint 50 h-65 mé asur ní Le haoip. 

TRANSLATION. 


1. Oh, I met the old woman in front of the gap On the fourth day after the war had begun. 
“ Are you a worthless coward, or are you dead, Or would you become a partner with the grey- 
haired old woman?”’’ | 2. “ No coward am I, nor yet am Idead, Still I'll not enter into partner- 
ship with the grey-haired old woman.” Then I turned away, and laughingly said, “ But if you 
have your purse full, come over to me.” | 3. Then she put her hand under her ugly arm,—Did 
not that become the old woman well ?—‘‘ Here’s the money for you, and never say a word about 
it, But you have yet to reckon with the whole law of the church.” | 4. I met the priest and 
explained the case to him—That there were four weak children behind me, And that they had a 
bad little mother who would not pity them, If they lay up for a quarter or more than a year. | 
“ Oh, return home,”’ replied he, “you heinous sinner, You are worse than he whom God has 
judged. I call to mind that it was a woman who took the apple in.the garden, So turn the back 
of your hand to the old grey woman.”’’ | 6. “Oh, I used write letters and read my Bible,” said she, 
é Till the day I was bewitched and caught in a mist. I used to weara bright dress of the best silk, 
And combs for my hair black as coal, And silver buckles on my silken shoes; So was not I to 
be desired and wooed? ”” | 7. ““ No hag am I,” said she, “but a young girl Well educated from 
my earliest youth, And had my father lived to see me married, I should be (riding) in coaches 
with royal families. Buta year ago he was buried, And it is that, and not old age, that has 


caused my grey hairs.”’ 


NMicedl uo Coinniír was awarded first prize for the singing of this song at 
the Galway Téir; July, 1918. I heard him sing it there, and afterwards in 
Tawin, where I spent a very pleasant week. Micedl, who himself hails from 
this little happy Irish-speaking village—consisting in all of fourteen families 
—told me that he learned the song from a young man from Connemara who 
used to come periodically to Tawin to help with the harvest. 

‘here is a version of this song of fifteen stanzas given in “ Siampa on 
Semmnpr0,” p. 127. 

There is an extra bar given in the first half of the tune which is not 


required in all the verses. 


( 


oe 


69.—caé mo CLeamnsas ODEANTA. 
(MY MATCH IS MADE.) 





Sung by Mr. Tom HoLLAND, 












































































































































J = 80 Tawin. 
i os a SS SESS Sois ES 
gg gO ig a egg ee 
N—-- — NN -@- 
1.€4 mo óLeam - nap v0EANTS ó OE-fUFoo A&-Phéin S11 
! My match is made since ere last night To the 
44 TE aries eee er Reese 
; “e sree ae | EET cerebareacias) Si iene “el 
i FSS eee lá 7 Fá fs @ g.02 22 = nee 
— -- 
mo nd 50 ocaicneann an bean liom téin XACT 
girl I neith - - er love nor like, But L1l 
eae = ee ee ee ee ee ee 
2 i+ 8—— Ne RR T3: — 
E tp a eee = Nee ae 
eas III — ———— — gy~— --— ce. -@- a 
pa5par0 mé "mo D1 1 AS sur intedéard mé Liom Féin d& - 
: take my own ad - - vice, and ll leaveher far be- hind, And I'll 
4 a ras thá oe 
ab gu gs is aS Swen En er ioe os ea 
Fe ee ee Se ——SH 
vac is Eó ea LE éis, nas ed ah TDN ERE CS ai e 
mac ru nA scoilL, - "+ ce scpoob - ac 
trav - el the wild woods all ov - - er 


2. Ó! faubail mre rois agur piubsil mire 
yin, 

'S pubail mye Copcag agur ppdroe D'L-ác”?- 
Clinc, 

dup patnail oe mo cailin oear ni taca mire 
14m, 


°S 4 an bean oub 0’ P45 mo Eporve chÁroce. 


3. Oh, I got up two hours before day, 

And I got a letter from my own true love; 
I heard the blackbird and the linnet say 
That my love had crossed over the water. 


4. Ip pooa TA mo TAPNpoIngT inp 4 mbaile 
reo Le blisdain, 
ní man Seoll an Muipe ’p ni map Feall an 


O14, 
2. Oh, I walked up and I walked down, Ae i. atte Wade : bu 
And I walked Cork and Dublin town, ci ven Nha A Seti AEA NA a vagy oe a 
n-ubs 


The likes of my true love I never yet did find, 
She’s the dark-eyed girl is my darling. 


Be fics : A ay 5 s , 
3. Ó! vo’ eg mire péin 04 uoifv, noim Lá 
ó'T puaip mye Leip ó mo thile 540 : 
Cuala mé an pmoilin ’p an Lonoub 074 ps0 


Sup éaluis mo Spdo Top pérLle. 


ip é an bean oub a 'ocus mo Cporde Hv vi. 


4. Long have I come for a year to this place, 

And not for God's sake or Mary's, 

But hoping for a glance on the apple blossom’s 
face, 

She’s the dark-haired girl who’s my darling. 


This is another Connemara song which I took down from Mr. Tom Holland, 
Tawin. It was sung in Irish and English alternately—a custom which I 
have been told very frequently prevailed among Irish singers in the West ; 


but this is the only illustration of it which I have been able to register. 


(alot |) 


Tie DEARCUINIE CIN Ss 
(BARTLEY KING.) 














































































































6 Sung by Mr. PHILIP WaLDRON. 
eee arg Bad Poss sag Seas NL Ws (Ded cago. Bean ea AS 
Losey 7) ee Óir eeeeeee wat SP: Ze ah ZN gf 

- WE —-—— i —F—- o—i—_s- 
- AL 2 RR —EIITR——— - Bg ———— —i-e— ee 

—_ == 

1. Dei ypeol - 4 uoim cun Beapc - Lin cis, An 
Syn ea aad RAR, af RS et oa Cap eae ae 
cee ee eer ee Ot ee eee 
22S sae Ew ny es Pe CK coved ee Sg a SS il ARES F BE RESCHNaE 

—_ 

c-015 - Fesji mo1slive muin- ce oesrT "sur pooilmé d= 

Siva _ pe se ke Chara Pee cael 

| oa cay eee ne = ieee NS =| 

Si Tig mma SET [See dT eT | A a gobcg cios 
- nam nd AG = tig. claon, = cs Oúicc? n. =Pyronnyar1s 1 

aa SEEN HEA papain! Ss Sarees fg ao ————— T——————--———— ——. = oN 

ee ee ee ee oN Ne oe 

af ae aoa ead ae ~A-H a =H 

a aa Sa ce Pa vr a ae eg AR 
nsiollL le feap. Right fol de dol ol, de dol ol de dol 
po bhos bias ea SS RSA DEAS oN 

Eee pense wae amper a Mee ON fe NS ge fr 

; Ceeee eat a Sn {= fame cP esas SO a a gs die 
ol, Right fol de dol ol, de dol adi= di fai 6. Right 
ae ae ee ace ee ee EN ee aiW— 
E roe cama pry tere st ee Ne Se SS EEA 
SSN” SEE AH ES o Reeves ieee Via Fe = 

fol de dol ol, de dol ol de dol ol. 
I ES Sa TEI sis ees 

2 ear 4 = ie aes Tá Obes, tei ee IER BHOSA 
úsc. - e an Pyionn - fas 1 nsíoLL Le peayi 


2. Sito é an Foc *beuil mé 0’4 bd, 
Man cus ré an bánn ó Tus1d &T ó Dear, 
dct 4 Veanclin Cins, mo Hpsvo TH Cordce-— 
TS mná nd Tipe buadapta Leac. 

Right fol, etc. 


3. níl éan óeáno 1 bur nd TALL 
nap frubsil mé ann a’p mé so Las, 
’Sropi-Cup cuatys’ ap an mbuacailL 
ba deire Spuard a’p b’diLLe oneac. 
Right fol, ete. 

















1. My greeting bring to Bartley King, 

The handsome, gracious-mannered boy ; 
Say, fools have spoken, no hearts are broken 
In Frenches’ country where love’s a toy. 


2. But tell the youth ’tis God’s own truth, 
That north and south he killed his game; 
Oh! Bartley dear, since you were here 
No girl her heart again may claim. 


4, Oisne 'oúicce & VD’ Apomgs ap prubal é 
dsup có mo fil so HScapparbe ay sip, 

dét & Beapclin Cing, mo Fpsd cú Coroce— 
TA mná na Tipe buavants Leac. 


Right fol, ete. 


5. Tndt (18 na pluargte 50 ceaé An Ceoil, 
níl bs po ppoipt Fo og pe 1pcesc ; 
Bi cion a’p 5nA01 5 io wile Dpream ain, 
Map bi ré moiglide múince vey. 

Right fol, ete. 


6. Siúo é an £4e 4 Keuil mé 074 p40, 
Map tug Té an bánh ó Turd AT 6 Dear, 
act & Veanclin Cing, mo $nóo cú & Cor0ce— 
Cá mnÁ na Tipe buadanctas Leac, 
Right fol, ete. 


I took this song down from the 
League Organizer. 


oo 

3. And up and down through every town 
I’ve worn my brogues and asked all day, 
If any rover had seen the lover 

Whose glance has stolen my heart away. 


4, Since you wentabroad with the gay young lord 
By day and night I call your name; 

Oh! Bartley dear, since you were here, 

No girl her heart again may claim. 


5. The floor may crowd and song be loud, 
All sport his absence will destroy, 

For all who met him must still regret him, 
The handsome, gracious-mannered boy. 


6. Oh! tell the youth ’tis God’s own truth 
That north and south he killed his game, 
And Bartley dear, since you were here, 

No girl her heart again may claim. 


singing of Mr. Philip Waldron, Gaelic 


As he could remeniber only the first verse, I have taken 


the others (with the kind permission of Professor O’Maille) from “Ampain 
CLainne Ssevdeat,” p. 74. Mr. O’Maille gives no indication as to where he 


got the song. 


”"1——6n Ro1cín áLuinn. 
(THE BEAUTIFUL LITTLE COMB.) 











Sung by Miss Curistina Fany, 










































































Pia Tawin. 
; Ore te EE, otis (RU URE Rohan coed Ce ee eh gs 
[ D-H — SL eee See oe aces ef Et 
pr oecimeeans ———e— eG aero ae oN —-a —e —&__ 1 9+ — 
1 bi Jane be. bness: Popeine ie ie a. Sh on NOD eo Ana 
i eer alr al as, SB Be gu ae owe es ee ee ee 
Fee ee ae oes ee eS eat 
Bt pes og Oe se fe a | ree ge ana, 
Car- 406 cail - in 65 opm op iagpmugsdna mbo . coir clave. 
b- = 
(id eee be ee ie ES FAN ee eg eee eee i 
[ bl Rae ye cáise SS ae ee Se 
ee ef ee EI éan ET Si TEI ened ACE, “as Li 
Beimim -pe féin mo mór A- Sat op Oo pop o Di o h-sgaro, 
FAI TERE GRE] NEE “WRITE DS API PM ad Ae 
[ b eS ee zs aa Sa = 
PANS FS ae ogee io ig Sea se mo 
Sluairr capnm go —heó-caill ag banc on fóS-hai|n — Burve. 


2. Bi mé slic so Leon Leip an rpóinc v0 Cun 
cun cinn, 


Cuairt muro so 1H ’n óil Le né, 1p 066 "sun 


Cá An Susy 45 cuitim n-4 oualcar’ uaim 
’r San ceo 54am 4 pérotceocay i 


An - , , A , 
Ó caill mé an noicín dluinn 4 bi so h-dyvo 


Turo munro ríor ; ap cil mo cinn. 

bi punch’r ríon an bofvo againn acc ip opvm- 
po 4 bi é joc, 

'S gun 1méi$ pé piop an bdtap uaim air mo 4. RacAro pé an p60 ro amdipeac ASuT Cu1h) 

poc’1n-s pdca Top. céao pailte naoi, 

Socpmg cataoip CLAN 06 so h-dyvo ap Lon 
AN 15 e, 

3. Mr naé bnónac an bean Solémé, aptoin Dain & haca 0’ Ceann asur nd biod cár na 

ó, soubaipt yi? ndrpie OT F401, 

Ni DEanpord mé PUSpsd nd 0’ Sáihtoe nó Fo N6 so bro1510 cú an paicin ALuinn 4 bíoo so 


OTEIS10 ré AN nóo po ayupe. h-Apvo ap cul mo óinn. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. One fine sunny day as I went down the road I meta young girl who was stripping cows 
by the roadside; I give you my word that the rose was in her cheeks, She brushed by me to 
Eochaill (Youghal) at the cutting of the yellow harvest. | 2. I was artful enough to promote the 
merriment, We had punch and 
wine on the counter, and I had to pay the score, And he went adown the road from me—and my 
comb below in his pocket. | 3. “And am IJ not the sad woman, my darling 0?” said she, ‘No 
cheer nor laughter shall I have till he comes this road again. My hair is falling in ringlets,—I 
Since I lost my beautiful little comb which sat up behind in my 
hair.” | 4. He will come this road to-morrow and welcome him right well, Arrange a wooden 
chair for him in the middle of the floor. Take the hat from off his head—be not ashamed of 
And you'll find the beautiful little comb which used to be behind in my hair.”’ 


We went to the tavern for a while, and of course we sat down. 


have nothing to fix it up, 


him. 


Miss Fahy told me she learned this song from her father. The air seems 
to be a variant of the well-known song in English, “Oh, Limerick is 
beautiful,’ and it probably hails from Munster, as there is a tradition 
amongst the Tawin people that they originally came from Clare to settle in 
Galway a few generations ago. 

Another version of this song is published by Rev. P. Walsh in his 
“Cnuraoo Deas Atipdin,” Part V, p. 7. 

Petrie also has an air of this name, No. 1082. 
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72,—coinnlescé SLAS an FOsmsain. 
(THE GREEN AUTUMN STUBBLE.) 


Sent to me by Mrs. Conor MAGUIRE, 






























































ab 66 Claremorris, Co. Mayo. 
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So -@- 
Spusd bud = veipnge HAM | Oy = aoi, &T 'Do Cuil in “bi) Jigs vee 
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olat, Sé mo Léan séop Fan mé sy cú por - TA, no op 
— Sara eee ee ae 
Sa SY ook RE (ey ~ ee Es a eee | a eeee ee i tee 
: s— g— Seas Se eee —g: sis 
EE o 6 @ A Tha TAE BURL RK bah SEN CUMIN? a STE. 
bdo Cine) ae 65 oul A Se sh avon: 
2. 'O'éiras$ mé D14 CéH040IN, OA liom réin, 1. When stubble lands were greening you came 
bi an maoin run; among the stooks, 
Cis o’feicpinn in 4 Léine act mo Céso-feapc And grace was in your feet then, and love was 
ASuT 1 pao Spuaim ; in your looks, 
Opuroeaman Le céile a’p 04 bréroimír In your cheeks the rose grew redder, and your 
Seobsamaoir “un puain hair in clusters lay, 


ó'r bud é oúbfLóán o'feanaib éineann mo And I would we lived together, or together 
céav-feapc 4 CongbAriL uaim. slipped away. 7 
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3. Diomasd Rios na hedoine oo'n cé 4 oibin 
mo $401 bpao uaim, 

San neapc a’m oul ’n-a saobapn LA paoipe 
nd 50 moe 016 Luan ; 

Ob mbert ré a5 báircis Cordée, ar so Tíon- 
puis 0’ cun pnescéts & 0-TUAID, 

Le mo thian 04 bpagainn ceao pinesd, béroinn 


com havibinn Leip an eal’ ay cuan, 


4.’S cnuas san mire’m’ éinín ip veap 4 Léim- ” 


finn ó com so TOM, 

nó ’m’ earcuin ap Loc éinne, 1p veap 00 
pndth-painn i ó Cuan Fo cuan; 

Léispinn-pe sLan-Saeoilse asur rshíobrainn 
á Le bann mo pinn, 

'S ni Féaoaim compdad o oéanam Le “n-a 


ésotpuime AT “có mo ceann. 


) 


2. I had a dream on Wednesday that bitter was 
the frost, 

And I saw my love lamenting at dawn that I 
was lost; 

Methought I came beside her and held her 
tenderly, 

Andall Erin I defied then to part my loveand me. 


3. My curse on him is spoken who keeps my 
love from me, 

And swears that to our courting he never will 
agree ; 

For though skies should send the deluge, or the 
snowy North its flakes, 

We two could live as pleasant as the swans 
upon the lakes. 


4. The sea-gull’s heart is merry when the fish 
is in his beak, 

And the eel within Loch Erne can swim from 
creek to creek, 

And I spoke tripping Gaelic, and merry songs 
I’ve sung, 

But now my wits are crazy, and leaden is my 
tongue. 


Mrs. Maguire tells me that this air was familiar to her husband as a boy 


in Joyce Country. 


The words given are taken from “ Sismyo on Seimhjuó,” p. 130. Another 


9 


version is given in “dn fibin,” p. 3. 


Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1181. 


pie) 


78.—CAISLESN tii METUL Gv). 
(CASTLE O'NEILL.) 














Sung by Caitlin nic Sabann. 
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! fae Mathias bal Tas teks, a 
He ee 


SA vo mo cheéwsypinc, "O12 


2.00 gseallair-re réin vom 

So mbnéasrá mo Lean’ op ocúr, 

Oo Seallaip 1 na 010 fin 

So mbead son-wigess 101" mé AsuT cú. 
Ob Seallad 1 n4gaid an Lae dom 

no sup Leigear-pa Leacra mo pun, 

AC, Fainion sean oubac, 


TA mo Cporde 'rcis com oub Leip an ngual. 


3. TA mo Sdipvin bneás “n-a Psa, 
An oa bheo. Seal nac mipce Lear é, 
Saé pabsae 04 Sille 

T4 EA níon Thi b4np Slap na cpé. 


Sa ee | 


SUCRE SNS Tis 46 





Muipe, nace Truss! 


ni cloipim “ra “cTrhóro peo 

Ceol clainpige ná ceileabap na n-éan, — 
Ó 'o'éaLais mo SnÁo uaim, 

Cailin aluinn, so Caipledn uí NEILL. 


4. C& mopdn ve’n bnón reo, 

& 'o1anrcóifún, & Oul TIMCeall mo Enorde, 
ósur Lan mo 04 bnóisin 

De deona 4’ pile liom ríof. 

Spdo buscaill ós & bheo mé, 

Sé an Spdd to a bain viom mo é1all, 

SE ni mainpe mé beo mi 

M4 poraip an bean Dub ó'n pliad. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. A hundred farewells to last evening, My sorrow that it is not to-night! (With) my sweet 
charming boy Who would woo me awhile on his knee! Should I tell you my story, There is 
danger you’d not keep my secret, That my love is about to desert me, Oh, God of brightness, 
and, oh, Mary, is it not sad: | 2. You yourself promised me That you would soothe my child at 
first. You promised me later That one place of abode would be ours. Two promises for each 
day (you gave) me, Till my secret to you I confided; But woe, bitter and gloomy, My heart 
within (me) is black as the coal. | 3. My fair little garden isrun wild, And, my bright love, does 
it not affect you, [To see] every flower, howe er pretty (growing wild), That grows up through the 
green surface of the earth; In this street I hear not Harp’s music nor song of the birds Since 
my love has stolen away from me, My fair Coolin, to Castle O'Neill. | 4. Much of this sorrow, 
My treasure, goes round my heart, And the full of my two little shoes of the tears that I shed 
(for you); ’Tis the love of a young boy has crushed me, ’Tis that love has deprived me of reason ! 
But another month I’ll not be alive If you wed the dark maid of the hill! 


This song was kindly sent to me by the Rev. Professor T. O'Kelly, U. C., 
Galway. He states that it was given to him by Miss Maggie Costello, 
St. Joseph's Terrace, Galway, who learned it from Caitlin ní Sabann, Gaelic 
League organizer. The air is quite unlike the other versions given in the 
early part of. this book (see pp. 9-13). 


7¥4.—4Nn SADA CedsROCANN. 
(THE BLACKSMITH.) 
























































2 = 92 Sung by Mr. Puinip WALDRON. 
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= g- -g— Seri RARER eh eh ye Bee sona ee — 5——-*+—-+ NS 
ee (3 ESB Oa eg 2. Se ti ee Oa OF eet: 
1.6, Got mé blusdain a’p part -. e, "Mo Saba cedjyvocann1 sCúise 
A 
Spee ere eee ee CHHAR CH LSe dh MGHINSA he ees 
: po 8 eg fe == |= 5 Saat hap aan naueaaee | 
FD iy) i a Seo ga, ies fees Sa f——y—1—_—___. fis “eis 
-@- — Sau sc 
Loigesnn, Tuas mo gpsd’ ni brusipear, N6 50 ‘orcaimy mé oan - usp o - 
AC a eis Sie hs BG AE I muis 
pase ae Ie Ag anas a 
Si-g ee ee ee ee ae faí ga going. 
Ae ee te ee os ——————exy-——xxe 
a” -@- 
- mároe TA an ee 5 Fao cprdrvoce, O’r ni ayimeisim mo thuinntin 
NS eS ee Lee IL Face Ce a RN BCE SNC NYS xa 
Sea a ia ae cere ree biG RECESS WTS IT, Ea SOP TS 
a er —“—— —— Sieseaer ee -6—_— aN i “El 
i ke Sie SUIT a 
réin, Ac” apn an sFcnocto tall cá om’ Sp-uy, S ap an ey. ni céilpeao é. 


ib 


2. Soin. 4cÁ mo Tanpaingc 

ASup nA€ FADs UA1m-Tre FSpndd mo Cypiorve, 
& Si0lla an cúilín péacarg, 

1 00 0é10-re ni thaippead beo. 
Tapnaing cú milledn moj opm 

ACT & PTOINin níon thait Leac é, 
Nao1 n-uaine, b'feann Liom porta Leac 


So mop-mop “ná beic 1 bTLaicear VE. 


3. Nac bneás naé ocagann cú, & Seagsin, 
sur mé 4 Fagail 6 mo thuinntip pein, 
Nac bneds nac ocagann cú & Hdd Fil, 
Sup mé a FSsdrl usta uile so Léin. 
muna Burl pao pérts 
Leip an scár Teo 4 FASAIL prér9, 
Déansigid cúmba cLáin dom 


Asup p4541510 mé So ooimin 1 Fcpe. 


4. manac m’ intinn 04n4 
Seobainn Spur usd mo muinnezip péin, 
Da asur casos bins 
ósur psipceanna Le "n-a scun un féin, 
CodLad Fans S4mhA19 
Asur ceao speann 4 bert “SÁ Caiteath 
LéiTte, 
Asup 50 mb’feanp Liom fao1 na camnacaib 
ós procad peamypos Le sso mo cléib’. 


5. Diomb41d Ríos ns hdoine 

'Do”n cé & DibI\ mo Fnd0 1 Drao uaim; 
ni réroih Liom oul n-a saoban 

don 014 h&oine no so moé 0104 Luain. 
04 mbiod pé "n-a rcoifam ceinnce 

ór an orbce AF cup T€ACA4 “OCU 010, 
Le mo pin 04 bprásainn ceso sinte 


Beinn oth haoibinn Leipan eals ancuan. 


6. &’ scuasiliyp, nó an Busy pEéal an bit 
tab mo Spdv-pa anuarp Le mi 
Tape Ti o1Leáncóin Usignesca 
nó anuap anipe tpi TaLTa1b pnaois ? 
Ni par’ ruim op b1T 1n 00 Slon asam 
Act DOLAP MON Sun 45 magad bip, 
Asup cd mé ós so Leon for 
ó'T bérd cead ppdipt s5am 1 mbaile 


eicine. 


7.0 img mé 014 Céavsoin 

DO’ éascaoin (T bi) an tharoin fusp, 
Cé 0 Feicfinn act mo Céav-feapic 

An Cnocdinin & T7 i1bpso usim. 
Soiugeaman Le “n-a céile, 

nó sun LeiseamaAn on o1oóe “un ruin, 
ó'r má T á 'oo tháichán “cÁ “oo 1410 onm, 


furl o cléibe aici asur salon oubsé. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. I spent a year anda quarter A forge-smith in Leinster, I heard not of my true-love Till 


I came back again. 
people, But on yonder hill is my residence, 
2. The East is my attraction, 


proud tresses (beautiful locks), 


The people I left are heart-broken, 


After you I shall not live. 


And I mention (count) not my own 


And on the (from the) Pope I won’t deny it. | 
And isn’t it far from me my own heart’s love is? O, Page of the 


You drew upon me great blame, 


But, my darling, you didn’t wish it. Nine times I’d rather be married to you Than even to be in 
God's Heaven. | 3. Isn't it nice that you come not, John, And get me from my own people, 


Isn’t it nice that you come not, my loved one, And get me from them all (entirely)? If they 


And 
place ye me beneath the clay. | 4. Only for my bold mind Id get a residence from my own 


aren’t satisfied To prepare (arrange) this case, O! make ye a tomb of boards for me 
people, Cows and white sheep, And parks in which to graze them, A long summer of slumber 
(sleep of summer), And permission to be spending the time in fun, But (and) I’d prefer (to be) 
on the shallows (moors) Plucking sorrel with the love of my heart. | 5. (May) the disappoint- 
ment of the King of Friday Upon the person who drove my love far away from me. I cannot 


(12055 


go near her Any Friday, or early on Monday. (But) if it were a storm of fire (lightning) And 
the night freezing from the North, And had I permission to rest (stretch) beside my secret love, 
I'd be as happy as the swan in the harbour. | 6. Did you hear, or did you get any news Of my 
own love for a month (or more) Over through the lonely islands Or down again through the 
heathery lands? I paid no attention (heed) to your voice. Tho’in great distress, you were 
joking. So am young enough yet, And will be permitted sport in some village. | 7. I arose on 
Wednesday Lamenting, (and the) morn (was) cold. Whom should I see but my first love Ona 
little hill, (and he) far away from me. We called to each other And rested for the night—And 
if it is your mother grudges you tome, Her heart’s blood be hers, and the black disease! 


I took down this song from the singing of Mr. Philip Waldron. He tells 
me he learned it in Spiddal from Cáic ni Coiroes ba, and also from Céit m5 
€asys, Drombane, Ballyhaunis. 


Faoin moil, 
(NOREEN, MY LOVE.) 


From Mrs. Conor MAGUIRE, 
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Le mnao1, muine Mon, 
SLao pi mo pdcarde Ag nion fás fi a’m As viol mo éu10 eappard a’p Só poinne Le mo 
piginn, TTON, 
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£401, “Cio Beuil Luaé na mbnds’’ ? 
'S 0A mbé1dead WIPZ’ ap nd bOIT Mb ’p 0615 “Cup mé Le hanam na mand’ é'cá 1 oteam- 


noc bruisinn byron. poll thwiged.”’ 


GL: 


4. Mp nac pave mé 1 n-waignesr a’ TOpurdeacc 
bean tise, 

& cusps ni beusip mé aprath in mo paogal 

So braca mé an ptuard-bean ap Ta0b cnuic 
"n-& purde, 

'S & roOLc 'n-& h&01 noualcaib 'sá rsuabao Le 


5so1c. 


5.1 sCairLeán an Dannarg ’pesd cooail mé 
AEN, 

Di mo mian asam agur níonb fava liom é; 

AS cup mo Lath’ Cant Bom so bpdéspainn 4 
beul 


Fuoin mé an d1t polath “ran Leaba rum péin., 


6. Ni oéanrAro mé amanc ’p ni Déanpard mé 
ól, 

Ni ocAannAío, mé n10 ap bis aéc ’éuile nio 
mp ip coin, 

N6 go rinteap’pan scill mé ’p So océise tin 
or mo c1onn, 

Le mnogo eiLe ”“oo 01010, & pTSipiin, ni Lergp1d 


mé mo mún. 


7. Racao “un na coill” chaobais a? baine 
Tmeuna Lá ceo, 

ó? bainc uDLa ve banhaib 5éagdn & 1 45 
peolad an 04 66; 

04 scartaor Liom mo Céavfeayic ’P074 béilin 
Bainginn pós, 

dp cé pin o'n cé HO ná bain an pgeul v6. 


8. 04 breicted mo nóilún a’p o cul Leip on 
cuinn, 

Fáinne din an théin Léi rí a? pliocad 4 cinn; 
'S é 'oubainc mac An Caiptin asup é Sobóil 
& Ling, 
Somb'feappleip 06 réin í náéine sannoinnce. 


pe See xa 2 


HN AOIa 

Slaicpinn Le noéipin, 1p i spdso seal mo 
cy\o10e. 

ni’l ceac ann ná Snuz, nd d1c & Ocabaipgimnn 
1, 

"Si nuain naé bheinn, nais me; in céoo plan le 


mo 114. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. My house is on the hill, with its ends to the wind, The rain is down thro’ it, and I do not 
notice my coming under it (i.e. it provides no shelter). The hearth-rent is being raised, and my 
cow is going as rent, And wherever my treasure is, Noreen is my love’s desire. | 2. I was going 
thro’ Mayo, and whiist talking toa woman She plundered my pockets and did not leave me a 
penny. Before God, my love, it isnot lamenting it Iam, And if water were running on the roads, 
I suppose I would not get a drop. | 3.1 was going through the street of Balla on Lady-day, Selling - 
my goods, and sharing them with my dearest one, When the ale-woman asked me, “ Where is 
the price of the boots?” ‘I gave it for the repose of the souls that are in Mayo churchyard.”’ | 
4. Am I not a long time in lonely quest of a wife?—No trace of one did I ever get, 
Until I saw the fair lady sitting on the side of a hill, With her hair in nine tresses waving 
in the wind. | 5. In Castlebar I slept last night, JI had my darling with me, and I didn’t 
Putting out my hands, to kiss her mouth, I found the place empty, with the bed 
And I'll do nothing but what is right; 


I'll give my secret to no other woman 


feel it long. 
to myself. | 6. I’1l make no fun, and I’! drink no more, 

Until I am laid in the grave, with the clay o’er my head, 
after you, my love. | 7. I will go to the thickly branched wood to pick berries on a foggy day, To 
pick apples from the tips of the branches, and drive the two cows. If I should meet my first love, 
her lips I would kiss, And what is that to anyone whom it does not concern? | 8. You should 
have seen my Noreen with her back to the waves, A gold ring on her finger, and she smoothing 


her head. The captain’s son said, as he went on board, That he would prefer to have her for 


LL DH) 


himself than all Ireland. | 9. ‘‘ Would you take Noreen, if you were to get her for a wife?” I 
would take her, she is the bright love of my heart, There is neither house, nor dwelling, nor a 
place to which I would bring her, And since there isn’t, leave me, and farewell to my love. 


This is another song sent to me by Mrs. Maguire of Claremorris. She 
sent only one verse of this song, and I have taken the other verses from 
“Siampo no Seimyid,” p. 70. The air is a good version of a fairly popular 
tune to which the words of an old music hall song, “ Vilhkins and his 
Dinah,” used to be sung. 


76.—MoLl oub an sleanna. 
(DARK MOLL OF THE GLEN.) 
Sung by Mr. Tom HoLLaANp, 
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2. Nua & Dneacnuisim péin anonn déc oá brdgainn-re Féin mo pogain ve tind 
1nT an S15 & mbionn mo pun 654 Ded “an DOMAIN, 
Sileann ó mo Túili5 pput vedpa, sí MoLL oud an Sleanna vo TOHfainn. 
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mo cuir 
Map pi bean oub an Sleanna vo bneó mé. 5. Sito é pray. mo Tese 
Cuppa: "Sí MoLL oub, ete. 'S San ve VION AIf\ HET ON PHPAIT, 


'S é véanta api Leat-caorb an bócain, 


. el tisha, : : 'S nac chíonna vo bíonn an beac nua & 
3.04 brásoainn-re bean “rae Mumain 
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Le cear apur Le span an fós ai. 
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Cuppa: “Sí moLlL oub, etc. 


déc’ yi bean na bpáinne mbinde 4 Cp4d Fo veo 
mo cyo1ve, 6 L 
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Cuppa: "Sí MOLL oud, etc. F ei r 


ACT 45 tnut Leir on ouiledigin 1p óise, 


déc & Cailin Aluinn Seas, 0 éaLaro uaim Le 


4. TA inSean 45 on 1apila, rpresr, . 

'S cá mire so pioclac, 'S mo cúis céao plan so veo Leac. 

Do mo 1appraro-pe Fá$04L Le pórao; Cuppa: “Sí Moll oud, etc. 
TRANSLATION. 


1. On the mountain I have a cow, And have herded her for long, Till a fair maiden stole 
my reason. I lead her to and fro, Wherever the sun goes, Until she returns in the evening. 
Chorus.—-She is dark Moll of the glen, She is dark Moll of the Spring, She is dark Moll, 
redder than the rose, And did I get my choice of the world’s prettiest young women, It is dark 
Moll of the glen I’d prefer.— | 2. Whenever I look around me At the place where my treasure is, 
A stream of tears flows from my eyes. O, bright God of Might, relieve my misery, For it is the 
dark woman of the glen that has destroyed me. | 3. Did I get a woman in Munster, And 
three of them in Leinster, And a woman with two thousand cows, Yet it is the women of 
the golden ringlets who has broken my heart for life, Farewell to her for ever, farewell five 
hundred times. | 4. The Earl has a daughter, Who is highly fashionable, And who’s trying to 
get me to marry her, But did I get my choice of the world’s prettiest and youngest women, 
It is dark Moll of the glen Td select. | 5. Yonder is my house With no covering but sods of 
earth, Built on the road-side—How wise of the bee to build up her hive In the heat and sun- 
light of Autumn. | 6. When the twig grows old No fruit remains upon it, But jealous of 
the youngest little leat.— But, pretty, lovely maid, thou hast gone from me with a good-for- 
nothing fellow, My five hundred farewells to you for ever ! 


This song is well known all over Ireland, both under this title and as 
“Dean oub on Sleanns.” Some of the stanzas of the above version must, 
I think, have been corrupted in transmission. 

A Munster version appears in “Cnuspaco bees ómnéan, Part VI, in 
“Poets and Poetry of Munster,” p. 220, and in nearly every musical 
publication for the last century. 


(aide 


At page 115 of the “ Love-songs of Connacht,” Dr. Hyde says this song 
was written by Donal Considine of the Co. Clare. 

The words were written down for me by Mr. Michael Fahy (“ Too05 ”) 
and Mr. Michael Connif, Tawin. The fourth verse is taken from Dr. Hyde’s 
version. 


77.—CESROCA ANTOING Oti1b. 
(THE FORGE OF BLACK ANTHONY.) 
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(Maas) 


4. 'Séarvo oubsaipt an pruinésapa bi Le mo 
ta01b, 

“Dan cinnte, 4 buscarll, 17 oear an ball 4, 

Bi an ceannAine Leacain a’ T an Te1Tesd MO 
rut, 

ó'r Seanppeod Tí pomp an busavsn.”’ 

Séapno oubaipic an cabasapnoodin bi of mo 
comatip, 

“CO af cinnte, d buacaill, ip Dear 00 TUS 
mon, 

b’feapp Liom nd sini i agam so 0e0, 

ip vesp 4 Ceappad TÍ 5alun a’p báirín. 


5. Nd 'oéana1516 10ngnado ve’n Fabs bi ann, 

’Se Antoine Ó Siopavdin yinne an ball, 

'S cá 0401ne udiple Connacta Slacodaplaih 
aise . 

Sp é 47 vednath 06bts °‘ fenders ”’ a'r 
sp4cai. 

'Sé $Léarrao on Céacca 1 broipm ’p 1 5ceoi3 

So n-romppoe’ yi an foo ó'n ngyinneall 
AniO7, 

d’y a focpdc’ an bpdca so juippeso ré 


TMD, 


ór ni mMaZod, nae noéanpad Té Larde! 


TRANSLATION. 


1. Larose early one morning And visited Black Anthony s forge. ‘ I have got the material 
here for a spade And I want you to make it immediately.” He spoke to me politely and 
Blow the bellows behind 


And I'll start making your spade.” | 2. He produced tobacco and a pipe, 


calmly, “If a hundred were before you, you'd be the first. 
my back, 
An ounce of the leaves he smoked for food 


He settled the fire-place until it lay down, 


And seated himself on a chair by my side, 
And proceeded to fashion (smooth) my spade. 
And by heating he joined the iron and steel, The sparks were rising to the roof of the 
house, While I was almost dying with laughter. | 3. When I had my spade finished off in 
my hand I prepared for work, and worked all day long; Not a young man born in the 
place But Td surpass that day in a contest. “ Strength and vigour be in your hand, May your 
hearth be not extinguished for ever, Protected by the angels of Heaven each day, You were 
the well-mannered smith in your forge.’’ | 4. Thus spoke the carpenter by my side, “ Surely, my 
boy, ’tis a nice article, The bellows was under it and abundance of heat, And ’twould 
cut before it the bone of a horn.” Thus spoke the turner in my presence. “ Surely, my boy, 
your big axe is a pretty one, I'd be better pleased to have it than a guinea, How nicely ’twould 
shape a gallon and basin.” | 5. Don’t ye be surprised seeing the smith that was in it. “Twas 
Anthony Sheridan manufactured the article. The nobility of Connaught keep him constantly 
busy Making fenders and grates for them. He could prepare the plough in such a form and 
way That it would turn the sod up from the gravel, And adjust the harrow so that *twould tear 


through it, And not joking, ’tis he that could make a spade ! 


I got this song from my friend Mr. Colman, Inspector of National 
Schools. It was taken down hy him at Spiddal from a man named Mhoclép 
Ó Duin. Mr. Colman tells me that Niocldp was born on Oileán Rus, 
which lies in Lough Mask, near Clonbur. The barring in this song is slightly 


irregular, but the phrasing requires the full bar at the end. 


"8. 1nN AINE 1118-Se1RC. 
(MARY OF INNISHERK.) 


A = 56 Sung by Comár ua CoLmáin. 
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3. “dn peacpan pa brainpge cuipead Le pan D4 mbaingesd-pa ’n c’anpnd dom blisdain 
ná nó TV pdite 

An tusinps mo bároín o'rmerg Le bead pos a’p céao póilce asam ó Thóine 
prnué.?” Inip-Seipic.”’ 
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4. Leas rá anuap agam boyo 4 porb fion 5. TA peictiip. nd copdinesé ap Topsc 4 
ai corte, 

“é Eg "00 furde go n-oLpaimío oeoc, Cá píorcAl “n-a póca &'T Lann “n-a slatc, 
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tona ól “ca— 

“Doipcesd nd hordce oúinn ” apepo mire Cé oéappad naé ‘Sed i, Mine ImyP- 
inip-Serpic. Seine. 7 

TRANSLATION. 


1. The priest has banished me out into the glens, My character is lost, and I must depart; 
I wouldn’t marry any woman who would prove false to me, It’s often for three months past 
she has made me weep. | 2. I went on an island, a very wild place it was, And I made a race 
down through the middle of it; I encountered a fair maiden, who spoke very gently, Asking 
where I came from, and whither I went. | 3. I was sent wandering over the sea In search of 
my boat which had gone with a flood.’’ Even if hardship should be my lot for a year or 
three-quarters, I’d have a kiss and a hundred welcomes from Mary of Innisherk. | 4. She laid 
down a table on which there was wine. “ Arise, my friend,” says she, ‘ and let us have a drink; 
I’ve got a full bottle, and the glasses are filled.” “ The baptism of the night to us,” says Mary 
of Innisherk. | 5. She has a picture of the crown on the front of her carriage, A pistol in her 
pocket, and a sword-blade in her hand. She has buckles of silver and ear-rings of gold. Who 
could help saying, “There's Mary of Innisherk’’ ? 


This is another song given to me by Mr. Colman, Inspector of National 
Schools. It is, I understand, fairly well known in the Spiddal and Carraroe 
districts of Connemara. There is a doubt about the proper title of the song, 
as a man from Spiddal assures me that they invariably sing it as “Maye Tú 
"Scurpic ” (perhaps “ MAyw Amp-Turpc,’—“ Mary of Innisturk ’”?), but 
Mr. Colman, who has gone to some trouble in investigating the matter, 
is quite positive that it should be “thóáine Imp-Serpc.” “The small 
island of Innisherk (‘1nip-Seryic’) is,” he says, “situated off Lettermullen. 
Máire was a servant on the island—so I heard from PsSopois. Mac 
Monncsv0s, Réy-o- Dit. I inquired from all the school children of 
Innisherk (they come to Lettermullen N.8.), but none had heard the song. 
I got, however, a verse or two from a little girl in the school at Carraroe.” 


pL, fae 


DI Ie goae, Tle. 
(LET US BE DRINKING.) 
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2. Béanpoinn-re ci ba uaim péin OMT, 
d’p Tap 'nd 014010 in "pa nov, 


Seippeaé ve Capaill an taoib cnuic 


D4 mbéited Fan SLaodaé Fo TF An óil. 


-@- 
Wp rue OF (a por - mip. 45 
8. & Gaills, níon ól me v0 soja, 

Niopn óL mé vo punt ná vo Copdin, 

dC a Caillig, pul a bpaspao an caonaé 
OLrard mé Luac ve 04 bhós. 


TRANSLATION. 


1. There is a band of mud on my hat, My cravat is loose on my neck, My periwig has suffered 
shipwreck, And my coat is tattered and rent. | 2. 1 would give three cows of my own to you, 
And a bull in addition on the road, A team of horses on the side of the hill, If you’d only 
forsake the drinking-house. | 3. Old woman, I ne’er drank (the price of) your sheep, Your pound 
or your crown I ne’er drank, But, old woman, before P'd abandon the fair, Id drink the price 


of your two shoes. 


This song was also given to me by Mr. Colman, who learned it from 
Popsic Mop Mac Oonncsds, Roy-o-bil, Connemara. There should be 
another verse, but PsAoy1s1c had forgotten it. 
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) Sung by Miss BRENNAN, 
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2. 1r 'oub acd an cráile thon, 1. Farewell, farewell, dear land of mine, 
1p 'ooimin oub có Tí; Since I must part from you! 
Act 6 17 ooimne TA mo Bon, And yet-——and yet—I hesitate 
1p ouibe cá mo Enorve ! To speak my last adieu. 
Aét ó 1p ouibe TA MO Cporve, 1 do not say adieu, asthore, 
'S mé cprall wort anocr, I do not say adieu, 
San fíor 454m an bpillpro mé For though I sail the deep blue seas, 
50 bnác vom’ oileán boc! I still remember you. 
3. Anoir 404 mé OUl an Fán, 2. Oh, gloomy are the ocean ways, 
1r Tuas cá mo Coz, Deep with a wild unrest, 
San fior 5am brpuil ré & noán But blacker is the surging grief 
Dam ce&cc so bse oj arp. That trembles through my breast— 
liom péin acá mé oul oy dn, That murmurs in my vacant heart, 
ón reo an tpaogarl móin; Cold in this dark to-night— 
dn tonsAncACc é, mo éporve bert Lán I wonder if those island shores 


'S mé ppapatnain Le mo prow! No more shall glad my sight! 


( 149 ) 


4. ní nab aon bean asam ná clann, 
nN carlin Spoowg mé; 
Tus mé snáo Ouis so hiomLan, 
'S cú fuaip uaim uile é. 
Oi ré có ceic asur có ríon. 
Naé breuorpain é 00 point, 
óT TUS mo Enordve í péin 074 Tip 
So glan son coim” no paine. 


5. MA Guantaigim an paogal Lán, 
O'n mban so ocí an bonn; 

má fiúbLaim cpio an votnan 10omL4n 
Anal asur anonn ; 

Tí beu1s1d mé aon óic so bnhác, 
don coinneulLl, ball, nó cLúro, 

0’S ocabappainn reanc mo éporde ’r 

mo $h40 


. 2 ld id 
ACT 0’ éifúnn cd Faoi rmúro! 


6. má cá yi “noí? aor rmúio a’P T51V0T; 
Thom rmúnro spur chom Ceo; 

O cósramut1o 4 rmútro 4 PIP, 
in psoppamuio 4 ceo. 

déc cá bruil rárao Dam Le pagarl 
'S mé fan ó Tift mo Enordve ? 

ócóim as 1mNTeACT, 'ré mo Cp40,— 


& billed mé 4 60106’? 


7. Sct md101m é, curthneocard mé, 
'S mé mile mil’ 6 0’ tpg, 

Na cnoic “r nd Sleannta 0’ aitmg mé, 
Na macaiprde “fr no bLác; 

510 b'é mo cór so LA mo bárr. 
CuimneocAoro mire cú; 

ó'r muna breuoaim ceacc op oir 


SLán Leac asur & viet ! 


8. I wander on my lonely way, 
And bitter is my lot; 
Perhaps I’m fated to return, 
Perhaps—I know it not. 
Alone I seek the lonely ways 
Across the lonesome world ; 
Small wonder that the coils of grief 
Around my heart are curled. 


4. No mate I knew, no child was mine, 
No maiden do I mourn ; 
The fullness of my love was thine, 
Nor did I seek return ; 
So fervent and so pure it was 
No soilure did it know, 
I laid my heart against thy breast 
And felt its fervid glow. 


5. Were I to roam the wide, wide world, 
And wander o’er and o’er 
The devious winding ways of earth, 
By surging sea and shore ; 
O, never, never would I find 
One sweet secluded place 
Meet for the loving glance I gave 
Sweet Erin’s clouded face! 


6. A ruinous cloud is o’er her brow 
Of black and ghastly sheen, 
Yet shall the thunders of our love 
In lightnings shroud our queen. 
Oh, whither shall I seek repose 
Far from the land I mourn, 
Companion to a haunted heart 
That hungers to return ? 


7. I swear Í never shall forget, 
Where alien waters boom, 
The hills and valleys that I knew, 

The beauty and the bloom ; 
And ever to my dying day 
Shall I remember you, 
And, should I never more return, 
Farewell, dear land, adieu ! 


( 150 ) 


I give this farewell song—the last one in the book—as an example of a 
modern song creeping into folklore. The words were written by Dr. Douglas 
Hyde, and appeared in “ Fion CLainpesc no h-Eipeann” (p. 67), compiled by 
T. O’Neill Russell (1900). 

I heard them sung some years ago at a Galway Féis by Miss Brennan, 


Athleague, Co. Roscommon. She told me she had learned the air from her 
mother, 
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